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TWO LITTLE HANDS. 


BY T. L. KR. 





once, on a summer day divine, 

Two little hands fell into mine; 

How pink they were! how fratl and fine! 
Each one a crumpled velvet ball, 

So soft, and so absurdly small, 

ab me! to hold within them all 

Life’s tangled and mysterious skein, 

The mingled threads of jov and pain, 
Whose hidden ends we seek in vain! 


0! fast the years have fled away; 

Two little hands, at work or play, 

still bide with me the livelong day; 

Now on some wilful mischief bent, 

And now to loving service lent, 

Now folded—sleepy and content— 

The dimpled fingers curle4, like those 
Sweet jealous leaves that cling and close 
About the red heart of a rose, 


| kissed them with « passionate sigh; 

The quick fears spring, I scaree know why, 
la thinking of the By and By! 

How will they build, these little hands, 
Upou the treacherous, sifting sands? 

Or where the Rock eternal stands ? 

And will they fashion strong and true 

The work that they shall find to do 7— 

Dear littic hands, if 1 but knew! 


Could I but see the veiled Fate 

Behind yon barred and hidden gate ! 

Yet trusting this ny love must wait! 

VU! when perplexed no more by these 
Tear blinded ways, ny wanderings cease 
In the sweet valleys of His peace; 

Beyond the dark, some heavenly sign, 
Some Clue, however faint and fine, 

Shall guide these little hands to mine! 
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CHAPTER LVII !,—( CONTINUED. ) 


4] Sall be the first Vivianne who has 
ever done anything of this kind,” 
he said to himself, yet ail the same 

“resolved to do it. 

Having wrought himse:f up to this 

‘gbtof heroism, it was humiliating in 

extreme to find it all in vain—be could 
no trace of the girl he intended to 

Rarry, 

Whether she bad left bim ina fit of 

wyte because he had not married her, 

“ther she had gone awayin asadden 


“8 Of sorrow and regret, he did not 


Know, He Was o 
nly sureof one thing— 
te was gone. a 


“eof her sudden ca prices ? 


us én 


She was 





| considered 


sbe left him for any one else, or in | 


sam 
ty of the things that she was likely | 


For all he k 
© the 
Kew that 
Wer of anxie 


ta 
mic entertainment; yet, knowing 


T's 
se eluteing her as he did, believing 


= 
ald not help loving her with the 


~s -—? 4nd power of his soul; it was 
®ncé that a wicked woman does 
a times over a wicked man, and it 

y. _ S°F than any other. 


here ‘o England at last, despairing 
Re * bara 8 of her abroad. 

; 2 in 1... himself thatif she were 
"rd of Ne 46 should certainly have 
@irked one ss scé like hers could be re 
* thie p * ere; he should have heard 
v vel : aired beauty, whose style 


r 
iD 


— Was oO1 
? 16 BO Fr 
"any Ita) ; , are) y seen in 





| 
I | 
‘ew, she had been near him — would require a great deal to move either 


en me Wen quite capable of that. ber heart or her bead; both seem to me 


to ber his long search, hia | 
‘y, his despair, would only | 


*apable of almost anything, still | 
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He bad been in London now for some | too; you stariat every sound! What is 


weeks, but he had heard nothing, and was 
puzzied what to de next. 

He never dreamed of looking for her 
there, in the upper world of fashion; he 
bad no idee, not even the faintest, of ever 
seeing her. 


| 
} 
| 
| 


If she were the reigning star in any | 


other world, he would have heard of her 
long before this. With his mind so per- 
plexed and agitated, his soul tossed on a 


} 
} 


| 


tempest of love, he had no thought to | 
spare for any one else. Let people rave | 


about Lady Studleigh, let her be as beau- 
tiful as she would, she could not surpass 
Doris. 

In the meantime Lady Studleigh was 
creating a sensation to which the fashion- 
able world had long been a stranger. Nhe 
was the queen of the season. 

Hyde House wis the most popular re- 
sort in London; to be admitted there was 
to bave the entree to the most exclusive 
circle; to be unknown there was to be un- 
known to fame. 

It was not often that one house held two 
such w men asthe Countess of Linleigh 
and Lady Studieigh. 

The countess was all grace, and suavity, 
and high breeding; Lady Studleigh al! 
brilliancy, beauty, and wit. Even oid 
courtiers, who had seen some of the first 
beauties of both empires, declared there 
was nothing to equal ber. 

Another great attraction to ail clever 
people wastbe constant presence of the 


now famous poet, Earle Moray, at Hyde | 
House. His conversation was a great | 
charm, although some, wiser and more | 


thoughtful than others, said it was hardiy 
right to expose a young and talented man 
like Earle Moray to the constant fascina 
tions of Lady Doris Studieigh. 

Sbe bore ber triumpb with a certain 
grand caim, tbat impressed her parents 
wonderfully. 

“Race does tell, after all,’’ said the duch- 
ess, as she watched the young beauty. 
“Any other girl would have shown some 
elation at the great amount of admiration 
offered—Lady Studieigh shows none. 
After all, race will tell.’’ 

Invitations came for a royal ball, and it 
was remarked by all present that the 
whole of the royal circle seemed to look 
upon the proud young beauty with great 
favor. 

Then came invitations to a royal con- 
cert. One of the young princesses, whose 
marriage was then om the tapis, declared 
that she would bavethe Lady Doris on 
the listof her bridesmaids. No fete was 
a success without her—a bali 
without Lady Studleigh was almost a fui!l- 
ure. 

“Tpnat girl bas homage enough paid ber 


ead,’’ said the earl, laugh- 
ough for anything—it was ene Ser See : - 


ingly to his wife. 
The countess sighed. 
“My dear Ulric,’’ she said, ‘I think it 


equaily safe.’’ 

“You always sigh when you speak of 
Doris. Why is it, dear?’’ asked Lord Lin- 
leigh. ; 

“] ean not help wishing tbat she had 
lees beauty and more love,’”’ she replied. 
“There are many perils in this world— 
perils of soul andof body—but I think 
the greatest of all is certainly the perils of 
beauty.” 

“[ think you are right,” observed the 
earl; “but we must hope, having escaped 


a0 e will escape the rest 


a * 


ar, Si 

CHAPTER LIA 
ot look ng jul 
morning, 


are tf te & we aA 
usual this Doris,’’ said 


Lady Linileigh. “You are nervous, | 


wrong, dear ?’’ 

“Nothing,”’ replied Lady Doris, “but 
that I did not sleep well. I bad «a most 
unpleasant dream.”’ 

‘What was it?’ asked the countess. 

“A bout Italy—ebout some one | knew, | 
saw there. Only a foolish dream, and I 
am foolish to mention it.’’ 

"Ot ali people in the world, you are the 
last | ever should have imagined to know 
what being nervous meant,.”’ 

“fam not nervous,’’ replied Lady Doris, 
quickly. “It would annoy me very much 
to hear any one say #0,”’ 

But though she indignantly denied the 
fact as being a very discreditable one, she 
looked pale, and the laughing eyes had 
lost something of their brightness. 

She started at every sound; and once, 
when a violent peal from the bell sounded 
through the house, Lady Linileigh saw 
thatshe dropped ithe book she was hold- 
ing. 

Mucb did the eountess wonder what had 
affected her fair young daugh er. Yet it 
was suchas trifie, sucha foolish dream 
that had caused berto stop for one mo- 
ment io her career of triumph, and look 
at the possibile dangers in store for her, 

She dreamed that sbe was walking ina 
pretty wood near Florence, when sud- 
denly the tail trees began to assume the 
most grotesque shapes; huge branches be- 
came long ara, all trying to grasp her, 
leaves became fingers trying to detain 


her 
No sooner had she eluded the clutch of 


one giant arm than another was stretched 
out toward her. In vain she tried to elude 
them. 

Then she beard ber own name called 
outina volee which, with a strange thrill 
ot fear, she recognized as Lord Vivianne’s, 
Then she saw him standing underneath 
one of the giant arma, and he held a long, 
sbining knife in his band. 

“J bave Deen looking for you for some 
time,” he said; ‘now that I have found 
you, [ mean to kill you, because you were 
faithless to me.’’ 

She tried to escape, but 
clutched her, the fingers clasped 
her, the shining steel flashed 
eyes, and she awoke—awoke to feel such 
fear as she had never before known. 

She took berself to task for it. Suppose 
that the worst should come, that 
to meet him again! Was it likely thatin 
this altered position he 
It was most unlikely, most improbable, 

Suppose that abe met him in a ball- 
rooui—where it was most probable they 
would meet—and they were introduced to 
each other a8 strangers! Well, 6venthen, 
she bad nerve enough, courage enough, to 
look at bim and fail to recognize bim., 

She would, at the worst, solemnly 4wear 
that be was mistaken, and be— weil, for 
bis own sake, it was most improbable 
that he wouid dare to mention the terms 
on which they bad lived. 

Nothing but shame and 
good people could follow such an svowa) 
on bis part. It would do him ten thousand 
times more barm than good. 

“So that I need not fear,’’ she #aid 
herself. ‘‘I have no reason to be afraid, 
even if I should meet him face to face to 
day.”’ 

She did not feei 
moreeé for her sin. 
her fair famine, ber sou 


the giant ai:ins 


, to 


the least 


For ber lost innocence, 


regret or re- 


s welfare, ehe cared 


but littie— yet she would have given 
if ene ad avoided this wr fe ¢ 
wa Wrong j iy” . me ‘ 
. a" 
a | ; 
was the née dark 


giory of ber inmost brilliant triumph it was 


the one drawback. 
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round | 
before her | 


she had | 


would know her? | 
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Ab! if they knew—if the royal hearts 
that leanne! so kindly toward her even 
dreamed of whatehe had been—tfarewell 
to her aweet dream of court favor. 

If the innocent young princess who hed 
professed so much liking for her only 
ever s0 faintly suspected one half of ihe 
horribie truth, farewell to ail kindly 
words! Why, if the handsome earl, ber 
father, dreamed of it, be would send ber 
adrift at once. 

She shrugged her white sbouldere and 
said to herself, over and over again, that 
#he uiust keep ber secret When she wes 
married, ber fortune assured, settied upon 
her beyond recali—then it would not mat 
ter 40 much, 

Keside+, there were ways out of all dim 
culties, Ste held up her white jeweled 
hauda, and looked steadfastly at them. 

“Smalier, weaker Ongers than these 
have robbed a mar of bis life,’’ she said to 
herself, “If the worst oomes, 1 have ap 
exampiein hiatory thatl should Know 
how to follow.”’ 

And indeed it would bave fared badly 
with any one who stood in the path of 
Lady Doris Studieigh 

There was a great dinaer that evening at 
Hyde Houses, A Russian grand duke, a 
German prince, and just the very elite of 
Londou, were among those preseat. The 
Conntess of Linleigh was a perfect hostess 
aud in Lady Doris Mtudieigh’s bright 
presence there was never any want of 
brilliancy or wit. 

It was Lord Charter who inaatione! her 
lover’sname, He turned to Lord Linleigh 
and asked bim if be bad seen Lord Charles 
Vivianne lately. 

Lady Doris was sitting near him, #0 that 
she distinctly heard the question and the 
answer. 

‘Lord Vivianne!” replied the earl; “I co 
poteven know him. 

‘| had forgotten,”’ said his questioner, 
“how long were you absent from Eng- 
land; of you would not kuow 
him.” 

“It seems to me," sald the earl, iaugh- 
ing, ‘that a whole generation of young 
men have come ioto fashion alnce I jeft 
the country. I! not recollect hav ing 
Lord Why do you 


couTs®, 


do 
ever seen Vivianne. 


ask mer?’ 


‘“] heard him say bow anmgzious be was 
to be introduced to you,” replied Lord 
Charter. 

‘| shall be very happy,” replied the 


earl, indifferently. 
Sne hac listened atthe very first sound 
of that name which she bad grown to hate 


so cordially; all ber allention had veen 
fully aroused, 
“Now for the Siudieigh courage,” she 


said to herself, aud she listened. Thecolor 
did not fade from ber beautiful face; her 
jips never lost thelr smile nor her eyes 
their light. 

When Lord Charter finished bis 
conversation with the earl, she tarned to 


had 


| him iu the most winnlog manger, 


dislike of all , 


“Viviaune, did you say? Whata pretty 
name? Is it Kuglish ?’ 

“Yos,” be replied. “Most iadies admire 
the namie and the bearer of it." 

‘In he # great 
oy os bright with interest and innocence as 


hero?’ she asked, her 


be rained them to bis face. ‘la hee great 


statesmian 7’ 


“No,’’ was the reply l am sorry wo 
say Le is « great flirt 
A Girt!’ she repeated a voice fu f 
lisappolntine ine@al 
at 
ace 
5 ~ . 
o “ 
Is ere a Lady Vivienne ? “he BAR & 


a'ler & pau, 








2 


’ 


“Not vet, was the reply; “but from 
what !l hear there is a prospect of one" 
Then litle. “You are a 
stranveramong ue Lady Studielgh; you 
wiil hardly understand that, al one time | 
oranotber, almostevery prominent man | 
been jealous of Lord 


he laughed a 


in Lonvon had 
Vivianne.”’ 

“Indeed! He must bea paragon, then.” 

Tt ere was something of a sneer in ber 
voles, but he did pot perceive it. 

‘ Notexsactly «a paragon, Lady Stadleigh; 
bul 1 repent it—ae Mirt’ 

“And he ito be married, you say? ! 
should not imaginethe lotto bea very 
brigt t one for the lady." 

“You ‘ake things wery literally, Lady 
lean not vouch forthe fect 
that heise going to be married, bul there is 
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gratulated herself of the impression she 


had made, 


CHAPTER LX 


ne HALL you go tothe opera tonight, . 

\ Doris?” asked the countess as they 

b lingered overa cup of chocolate 
“lL ibiuok—do wot imagine | am overanx 
jous—l think you require a litte rest, 
dear. You are new tothis lifeof exces- 
sive excitement and galety.”’ 

“I find it very pleasant,”’ said 
with a amile. 

“Ho it is; Ide 
member, | au; & veteran compared to you, 
Ihave been through many seasons, and 1 
bnow the fatigue of them. Take my a#d- 
vice, and resta littie If you feel tired.” 

“1 do not think I coudd rest,”’ sald Lady 
Doris. 

And 
lone that thee 
She looked anxiously at ber 


Doris, 


was something sad in ihe 


untess had never heard be 


there 


fore 


“That is wbat has struck me," eeaid Lady 





a rumor afcal that we all enjoy very 
much It is ‘that, afer flirting half his 
lifetime, Lord Vivianne is carght at 
last.’’ | 
She tried to lcok politely indifferent. 
(stent beavens ! bow ber beart was Leat- 
iy, bow every nerve thriliet, how in 
topee wee the exzeitemont! She had not 
known how frightened ehe had been at 


the dea of meeting him untii now! 
sald Lord Charter, ‘that 
any interest my 


1 wm atrald, 


vouo«de not tate in 


fete niet 
“You | To whom 


ered tiie litterty at leet Pr’ 


da has be surrend- 


“Noone knows,” was the answer, given 


withan air of candorthat would at any 
eotier time bate greatly amusea Lady | 
Doris ' Phere is a mystery aboutit. Lord | 


Vivianne has been spending some iittie 
timein Florence, and there it ts supposed 
be fell in love with a princess in dis 
guise.”’ 

Ihe epite the Studleigh courage and her 
wiror ge nerve, she could not prevent her- 
melt xrowing pale; ber heart beat 
loud with @ terrible fear; the lights seemed 
te in one confused mass before her 
ever, tren witha violent effort she con- 
troiled be reelf, 


eh loore nee,’ 


treven 


won 


she repeated; “he went far 
enough afield for bis romance, Why was 


the prineemm chieg Ulsed Pf" 


Linleigh. “Your face is tlhuste your 
| eyes are too bright; the very spiriter un 
rest ison you. 
} ’*You have done too much Do you 
| know thatevery time tne door « pens you 
J loot, round with # halt-startied glance, as 
though balf dreading what you will see 
| “Do 1? How absurd! [tts sliplya 
| babit. | bave nothing to dread 
} “Of course not; but it seems to me rather 
| a pity for you to get confirmed in nervque 
| 


habite while you are ao young. 


Lady Doris laughed, but i seemed to 


the countess the ring of music was want 


ing In the sound. 


though | were your own mother.’ 
The low veiced 
ey6r grew dim with tears. 


| master soul, 


not deny that. But, re. 


“] shall correct myself, now that 1 
know,’ she replied, 

Then Lady Linleigh crossed the room, 
and laid her bands ou the golden bead. 
She bent down and kissed the beautiful 
face. 

“Do not be annoyed that I am so uneasy 
over you, Doris; | love you aimosi as 


trembled, and the calm 


the truth was she was grow.ug passionately 
fond of Earie. 

The secret of it was that be was so com. 
pletely master of ber, that she had learned 
to have the highest respect for him—that 
bers, the weaker, had recognized hia, the 


In bis presenve she was learning to con 
ceal ber thoughts. As time passed on, and | 
a wiser, fuiler consciousness came to her, | 
ehe grew more and more ashamed of that 
dark and terrible episode of her life 

Rather than Earle should know it, she | 
would die any death; ratber than his eyes 
should look coldly upon ber, his lips 
speak contemptuous words to her, she 
would suffer anything, 80 completely bad 
noble nature mastered her ignobie | 


' 


his 
ona 

His graud soul obtained an ascendency 
over her interior one—she loved Earle 
The time had been when she had simp!ty | 
amused herself with him, when she bad | 
accepted his loveand homage because it 
was the only thing that made life endura- 
bieto ber. That time bad passed. She 
loved him because he had conquered ber, 
and because he was supreme lord snd 
master, 

Lady Studleigh 


had never looked more 
beautiful, perhaps, than on this evening 
when she had decided upon going to the 
She wore an exquisite costume of 
and white lace, the color of 
more than ever dagaling 


opera 
bine velvet 
wiieh made ber 
fair 

The white armas, with their glorious 

curves, the white neck, with its gracetal 
lines, were ball shronded, balf disclosed 
by the veil of white lace, 
The goldan hair was studdec with dia- 
mond stars: a diamond cross, which 
| looked as though it were made ol light, 
rose and fell on the white breast. She car- 
ried a beautiful bouquet, the fragrance of 
which seemed to foat around ber as she 
moved, 

Was ita wonder that as sbe took her 
| seat in (he box, all eyes were directed to 
her? A beautiful woman is perbaps one 
of the greatest rarities in creation, but in 
the hanas of a beautiful woman there resis 





I have heard | 
FLOTI@S; Somme away that his 


“Tt may De all nonsense, 
many Oitle rent 


bereine Wes really a person of low birth 
and humble position, Lf can not tell: 1 
only know one thing.”’ 

llow her heart beat as «he repeated 


lie we two Worde, 
‘One thing! What tei?’ 


‘Why, that lowe, or something else, has 


quite changed Lord Charlies Vismnne. He 
ueed to be gay, gomd-humored, singh y 

j 
evnical; now be ts gloomy, sulien, and | 


bac lenipered ! heard a friend of bis mAY 


that te seeaedd to 


be niWays looking for 
some One 
‘the 
eflort 
‘*Lookiog for some one! What a alraAnge 


beantiful fac nm spite of all her 


es prew pPeler, 


ruben ! ! mtles meatal. 


'Perbapes the lady 


refused hing, and he 
wants to be revenge, 
' 


Lara 


Perhaps she jilted 


tm, and he is looking for her’ laughed 


dreaming how 


(iarter, little 
he wae tothe truth, 


lritbacdt been to save 
not have ittered another werd, 
ta ( went 


brilliant at ecdotes Of pre pie be Knew, and 


her 


rral barter on to relate some 


she affected to be engrossed mm them, al 
though shedid nat Know one word that 
he was saying. Then, when he paused, 


ehe said 


“Jtis astrapge world. this London: it 


seers to me full of hidden romances,”’ 
‘You willl say so when 
here tcor a few 


you have been 
ionger,”’ be 
‘Tl heve seen tar siranger romances in the 
my friends and aequaintances 


have ever read in booka”’ 


years replied. 


lives of 
than - 

Sbe was uo stressof herself now; the first 
deadly para of fear had) passed; ber beart 
bed ceased to Deat sO quickiv; the color 
ber ips and face, 

She wished tO make a good impression 
on this Lord Charter, so ibat if be Spoke 
of ber to ber forwer lover, ne could praise 
her simplicity, her lunceence, her iguor 
arce of the world and ways. That 
unlike the cynical, 
worldiy Doris he bad known, 


enthe back ty 


tie eV 


would be together 


Most admirably she assumed the char- 
acter, Indeed, Ler proper voeation would 
have been Lbe@ Siage—she ooula piay "aby 
part at a moment's notica . : 

Ae be looked at ber beautiful face, her 
bright, clear eyes, (he sweet amiles the 
Piaye n perte t te ® be 

. . « e ” ¥ " 
- . n € 

‘ wae «a " er Ws 
all we aiy k a ae Lar (Charter sal 
tO Dimeeit ” ¢ al never met eat ny 


wonderful creature before; while abe con- 


near | 


fe. she could | 


“My own wother?” repeated Lady bi 
Doris, and for once something like the a tern ble eee : 
music of true feeling sounded in her ex- As she sat there, the light gleaming in 


quisite voice, “You are too young, Lady 
Linteigo, to be quite like my own mother; 
you are like an elder sister tome 1 won- 
der if things would bave been very differ 


she had 1 had 


ent for melt lived, end 
known her?" 

“Ditterent ?* asked the countess, eagerly. 
“In what way could they be diferent? 


*) woncerif she would have been fond 


of me —if Ll could have told ther all my girl 

ish follies aud troubles? | have an idea} 
that no one can be like one’s own 
miother,”’ j 

The soft, white arms tightened their 
Clasp around tbe fair neck, 

“Doris,’’ said the countess, pgentiy, 
*covld you not faney that Ll am vour 
mother, and talk to me as free ‘yas you 
would have done to ber?” 

The lovely face was raised with an arch 
glares, 

‘Dear Lady Linleigh,’’ was tbe re ply, 
“LT am only sentimentaiizing. D> you 
think me sericus? | have no secret. 1 
should no know whatto say to my own 
mother were she here I) hot take any 
notice of my idle wores’ 

Then she aughed. “1 could never, even 
in my dreams, put you in wy mother’s 
piace. | have a shrewd idea that my 
handsome papa married some | T, pretty 
girlfor her beauty’s sake—y are the 
daughter of a mighty duke. 

A truce to sentiment! Why, Lady Lin- 
leigb, sour eyes are wet with tears! We 
were talking of the opera—I must wo to it 
luis ‘Ernant’ this evening, and |! bave the 


muric.” 


“Karle will go with us, of courss,”’ said 
the countess 

She had uoclasped her arms from the 
Zirl’s neck, and had gore over to the little 
writiog table, beating back ber 
with # strong band, 

Yas,” laughed Lady Doris, “Farle will 
Ko. Earleis rapidly becoming a popular 
man | am pot quite sure whether | 
Ought net to be jealous of him. The Mar- 
chioness of Meriton positively introduced 


emolon 


him to Lady Eleanor yestercay, and de not for one moment think he wouid. 
clared him to be a ‘most promising young Hé called himself a gentieman and a! 
: o ‘ 
man !’ mal 
GSS! . ; man of honor, but he had not scrupled to 
< > ? > * 
Ady AADLCIZNH iaughed at ihe perfect take a mean advantsege of her youth and 
mimicry of voice and accent nborance, ber Vanity and ; 
ign nee, be iya folly 
“ll see noone tk par “ ar Whata triumpn it w or 
ashe sa wy e! 4 ~ ” * at ¥ 
ver for ate 2 ady S % “ + 
ea 
“ <a ~ al , as 6 was “ 
with my good f y ~ Karis abe 4 t 
. n 
aehe said q ietiv, as 1 x a™ } she pan t 
was, Sheeven wondered at bersell, but What if he told all this as a secret at 


her jewels, the golden hair with its sheen, 
the blue velvet and the crimson of the 
opera box, she made a picture not easily 
forgotten, 

The countess, gracious, fair, and calm, 
was with her; Earie, bis bandsome face 
giowing with admiration and pride, stood 
by her side, The earl was to join them 
later on in the 6vening. 

it wasa brilliantsesnée. Some of the fair- 
esi women and noblest men in London 
werethere, Lady Doris was, o: seemed to 


first, and the knowledge of ii 
siowly, as a social 
What should she do? Great 
what should she do? 


overand over again; “how foolish 
eine , ’ how 
| for thie!’ 


and despite her nerve, her courage, her 
strength, there were times when it almost 
hopelessly beat her down. Then the 
thought of Earle was ber shicid, 


can not Kill bim,” she said to herseif over 


triampbhant! Who, looking at that most 
lovely face, with its calm, high-bred air, 
would have thought that the beart beneath 
was torn witb thoughts of regret, despair, 
and even revenge that should lead to mur- 
der, 


t 
« 


shadow in 


t 


said, gently. 


| that is—a gentieman in the centre box 
there? He bas never once taken his eyes, 
‘ 


a shower of ice had fallen over ber—a cold, 
terrible chill, a shudder that she could not 
repress. He own quick, subtie instinct 
told ber that it was he. 


the sword had fallen at last. 





be. engrossed by the stage; she affected the | 


most sublime and complete unconscious. | 


ness of the glories of admiration; she was | 


thinking to herseif, as she was 

thinking lately: 

“Now, if he, Lord Viviaune, should be 

| here, should suddenly come to speak to 
me, | must affect the most complete un- 
macern and indifference,”’ 
While her 6yes were fixed on the stage, 
while so many were looking at her, some 
with admiration, some with envy, that 
was the thought which occupied her. 

The dread, the expectation of meeting 
bim had been strong upon her 6ver since 
she beard that he was in London. 
not possibly be otherwise, 


always 


She knew berse!f to be the beauty of the | 


seasou; he, of course, as an 6ligible man, 


It could | 


would mnix ln the same circles, and they 


must meet. 
She was brave enough, but 


there were 


times when, at the bare idea of it, the color 


faded from 
white; great 


her face, leaving 
drops would stand 


acry of agony. 


il ghastly 
on her 
forebsad; she would clasp ber bands with 


If her attempts at 6vading him were all 


useiess, if he recognized ber and iusisted 
on the recognition, what could she do? 
The question was, could she deny baving 


deen In Florence? No amount of prevari 
eation could alter that. 
Imagine if she would betray her. 


Suppose—only 


He might be a gentieman and keep his 


secret; It Was certainly within the bounds 


ot possibility Le might keep her secret 


. 


bul, remembering bis character, she did 
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“How mad I was!” she cried to bernei! 


I might bave been so happy bat 


It was the ekelston always by her side, 


“If he says one word against me, and | 


nd over again, “! will ask Earle to fight 
duel with bim, and be will slay bim !” 
But for this, how undoubtedly happy 

he would have been—how victorious, how 


“My darling I" said the voice she loved 
vestin her ear. “Doris, I shail be jealous 
f that I have spoken to you so 
iten, and you have not heard me.” 

The eyes she raised bim had no 
them of the terrible thoughts 
hat Giled her mind, 

“The music is so 


inusic, 


to 


beautiful, Karle,” she 


“I wonder,” he said, abruptly, “who 


or ratber bis glass, from your face.” 
A cold Ubrill passed over her, as though 


The moments he had dreaded had come— 


He was looking at her; the next step 
he would be speaking to her. 

Now tor the Studieigh nerve, the Stud- 
leigh courage; now for the rec«lessnes 
that defied fate, the boldness that was to 
defy fortune! A minute to collect, to 
eontrol that terrible studder, then she 
held up her flowers with a smile, 

“You are very negligent to-night, 
Earle,’’ she said; “‘you have not told me 
that you adwire my bouquet.” 

“There is but little need, darling. | 
always admire you and everything be 
tonging to you. Your flowers are lite 
yourself—aiways sweetest of the sweet, 
faireat of the fair!” 

Have men ever paused one minute dt- 
fore swallowing deadly poison, before 
drawing the trigger of a pistol, belo 
sending a long, gleaming knife into ther 
hearts? 

Have they ever paused with one fo 
upon a precipice, with one band on Wt 
stake paused, before taking the Irrevor 
ble step, to look around and ed) )y 
more moment of life? 

Even so she paused now; she closed 
eyes with a lingering look at bis tacs, 
buried per own in the sweet Iragree 
flowers. 

“Do you love me so very dearly?’ 
asked. 

“My darling, when you can collect 
gieaming stars of heaven, or the shinlw 
drops of the sunpy séa, you will be able 

understand bow much | love you— 
until then !’ 


CHAPTER LXI. 


NE moment, only one, sbé kept 
() tair face in the fragrant blossom 
one moment, to taste, perbeps ‘ 
the last time, the sweet draught of lov 
one moment, in which to cursé the a 
the bitter, black sin of ber girthood, # 
to moan over tae impending evil. 
Tren she raised her face #g8'2- Sur 
some of the sweetness of the flowers b 
passed iato it; it had never socom 
Earie so tender or 80 sweet. 
“What were you saying J 


( 


ust now, Ear 





about a gilas*®, or some one’s eye ne 
being taken from my face? If 2Y & 
mar is involved, itis your ‘aut 
| “2 can notimagine who be 18° 
‘Karle “Wehave been here _— 
hour, and he has never eo 
stage—I do not think he ba b ee 
| note of the music; he has done ® 
but look at you earnestly ate 
“Perhaps he admires my jews: 
flowers,”’ she said coquet isnly. “i 
“It is your face,” said Earié ae - 
“What do men care ! @ 
flowers T’’ al 
Wi is Earle? 
tany one know? <i 
“] should imagine . a , 
know, who is waiting oF © «You 
barrie : 


cognition from you,” said 
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not tailto see him, Doris, in the centre 
box on the second tier. He seemato bea 
tall, handsome man; be wears a white 
apouica. His glass is tured straight upon 
you. 4 ‘ 
“Lean pot return the compliment and 
jook Oxediy at bim,”’ she said, “but | will 
take one glance at bim, and see if 1 know 
bim.” 

Calmly, slowly, deliberately, yet with 


fre and bate of fury burning in her heart, 


she laid down ber dainty bouquet; she 
tox op the jeweled opera glass, held it for 


a moment lightly balanced on ber band, | 


then with a calm, proud smile, raised it to 
ber eye*. 

Os, beavens! that the first glimpse of 
those cark eyes, looking fire into her own, 
did not kill her, 

Her heart gave a terrible bound; she 
could have cried aloud in her agony, and 
nave cled; batthe Studleigh nerve was 
uppermost, the Studleigh courage in full 
pay; ber hands did not tremble, nor her 
lips puiver, 

qjuite caimly she looked, as though she 
sae a stranger for the first time, and even 
then a stranger who did not interest her. 
She lard down the glass, and turned to 
Earle, with a smile. 


“I do not know the gentleman; | bave | 


not seen bim before,’’ 


Al that same moment be who had been | 


watching her with such eager interest 
made a low bow. 

“He appears to recognize you,’’ said 
Rarle; “he is bow'ng to you.”’ 

She did pot make even the least ack now!- 
eigment in return. 

“He can not know me,” she said, 
ealulyv; “he is mistaken. I have never 
seen bim before,’’ “ 

“He must be either very dull or foolish 
to mistake you, my darling, for any one 
eise,” Said Earle. ‘] defy the whole worid 
to show another face like yours. It is 
some one Whom you have met and forgot- 
ten. Ke kind, and give him some little 
scknowledgment, Doris. See, he is bow- 
ing again.”’ 

She raised Ser eyes to his face. 

“Lady Studleigh retarns no bows from 
strangers,’ she said, haughbtily, aud Earie 
felt himself rebuked. 

Atthat moment Sir Harry Durbam en 
tered the box to pay his respects to the 
belle of the evening. Earle asked him 
eagerly if he knew the ventlewan in the 
esntre bex, who wore the white japo 
nica? 

“Koow biw!"’ said Sir Uarry, laugh- 
ink-y, “yes, of course | do—every one 
Knows him. That is Lord Chariss Viv- 
tanne,”’ 

foe familiar name fell upon her ears 
‘Ke adeath knell, Earle repeated in sur- 
prise: 

“Lord Vivianne! | have heard of him 

Neo enough, though I never saw him be 
fre. I bave surely heard some romantic 
“ory about some love affair.” 

“Farle,” interrupted Lady Doris, “do 
you not think Ledv Linleigh looks tired ?’’ 

She merely asked the question, (he first 
thal came into ber nind, She succeeded 
perfectiv—Sir Harry went to ask the 
“unless if she were fatigued. Earie bent 
over Lady Doris’ chair. 

You havesome strange deeds to an 
S*er for,”’ he said, lightly. 

Fone moment she looked startied. 
What do you mean, Earle?” she 
a*ke‘ 

‘i beleve,” be replied, “that you have 
‘ace @ conquest of thia famous Lord 
Vivienne.” 

“Heaven forbid !’ she said: and she 
“Ait I 80 earnestly that Earle jooked at 
berin utter wonaer. 

“i am tired of conquests, Karle,” she 
“sic, ying tosmile. “I want notbing— 
he one bul yeu, no love but yours.” 

‘It is almost eruel, Doris, to make me 
“seh a beantifal speech in the presence of 
‘Towded opera house, where it is im pos- 
Sse tbat I can thank you properiy for it.’ 
“How woald you thank me properly for 
", Earle?" she asked, coquettishly. 

“! would count the number of letters in 
the Words, and would give you as maby 
Kisses as there are letters.”’ 


a 


Si 


“Kissing is not fashionable,’’ she said; 
‘ery weil for common people, but 
ses offashion do pot indulge in such 
‘aSbioued manners. 
Then I hope you will not tea lady of 


= > m 


, ionger,’’ said Earle. 
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Weit! She woald have waited until 
doomsday to have avoided bim. 

“Yes,” she replied; “1 should like to see 
the ballet.” 

Then she asked herseifif she had not 
done @ very stupid thing in trying to defer 
the evil day. 

He would speak to her, tbat was evi- 
dent; perhaps it would have been better 
Over aud done witb, He had still to wait 
during the brilliant scenes of the ballet. 

She sat, as it were, with her grim fate in 
her hands; she talked, she laughed, she 
played with her flowers, coquetted with 
her fan, she listened to love speeches from 
Karle, she exchanged smiling rewarks 
with the countess, yet all the time she was 
perfectly conscious that he sat silent, im- 
movable, bis burning glance fixed on her 
face, never for ove moment releasing her. 

Some friend joined him, of whom be 
asked a question. From the quick glance 
given to her, she knew that it was of her 
they spoke—asking her name, in all! 
probability. 

W bat would he think when he beard it? 
Sure, he wouid aay to bimeseif that be was 
mistaken; the Lady NStudieigh and the 
Kiril who had been so daezzied with hia 
| gold could not be the same. 

She was right in ber conjecture. He bad 
| asked ber name, and learning it, bad been 
bewildered. When he first saw ber—first 
Caught aglimpee of her face—his beart had 
Kiven one herce bound of triumph. 

| He had found ber; he kuew the graceful 
| lines of the figure, ibe shapely neck, the 
sheen of the golden hair, the beautiful 
face. Atfirst he thoughtof nothing but 
that he bad found ber. 

Then doubt came to him. Could it be 
Doris 7—this lovely, bigh bred lady, in the 
sheen of her jewels and spiendor of ber 
attire? Hesides, bow could Doris be in 
that box, evidently one of an august 
circle ? the gentieman talking to her had a 
star on bis breast. 


so well ?—the graceful bend ef the proud 
neck, even t © pretty gesture of the little 
white hands. It must be Doria 

Who was that gentleman with the white 
staron his breast? Who the calm, grace- 
ful lady? Who the young man witb the 
tace of a poet THe could pot solve the 
é6nigins, buthe woullfind it out if it 
were not Doris, then it was some one #0 
much lke herthathe could not take his 
eyes from her face, 

A triend joined biu, ne other than Col 
onei Clifford, who laugbed to see bim sit- 
ting with that intent look. 

“So you are doing what you sal! you 
never would do,”’ he said. 

“What is that?’ asket Lord Viviaune. 

“Joining in popuiar devotion,’”’ was the 
laughing repiy. 

“Ciiftord,” said Lord Vivianne, “do you 
kuow that guri—the one with diamonds in 
ber golden hair, and white flowers in her 
bands?’ 

Colonel Cliftord laughed to himeelf. 

* Yos,”’ he replied, “I know her. She is 
the Lady Studileigh, the bandsome eéarl’s 
only daughter, Lord Linieigh’s heiress, 
the queen of the season, the belle, par ex- 





cellence, of St. James’. 


“Lady Scudieign!— that Lady Stud- 


leigh! be repeated. “1 do not believe 

you—! can not believe you ' be gasped. 
“itis a great pity, as it is ipast certainly 

true. Do you not know the Earlof Lin- 


leigh? Tne otber lady with tbem is the 


countess, Se was the Dukeof Downs 
bury’s ¢aughter.”’ 

“That Lady Studieigh! I can not be- 
lieve it! it can not be!’ 
- *Perbaps,”’ said (he colonel laughingly, 
“weshould come tosome surer conclu- 


sion if you would tell mé woom you im- 


auine it to be?’ 
Lord Vivianve looked impatiently at 


that is really the young beauty over whom 
just at preseot London ts losing ite head 7” 
|} “You are right. If you would like an 
introduction to the eari, my brother is 
here; be knows bim weil. What do you 
think of Lady Studteigh ? Report bas not 
exaggerated ber beauty?” 

“Whatdo Ithink of ber? I wiii teil 
you Clifford, when | bave spoken to her, 


not before. 
“You are difficuit to please if she does 
not please yo 
| can not beip tbinking | bave seen 
“ é h om slow 
« . 
. a A “ 
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temper, Le w jid bave told him the ro- 


| mance of the eari’s marrisge, and how 


It could not be Doris; yet he knew—who 


him. etcould not for certain teil: #0 that the 
“J did not say that | imagined her sg orn, sb6 believed, was over. 
any one e6!s6,” be replied, hastily. “So Itmight be tbat he would talk to her 


his daughter was brought up in a very | 
different position of life to that sbe now | 
occu pied. 

As it was, he did not tell him, feeling 
that his lordsbip lacked civility; so it) 
happened that not until loug afterward | 
did Lord Charies hear the story that would 
bave solved many of his doubta, 

He sat and watched her, sometimes so 
convinced of her identity that he could 
have called out ‘Doris; again, wonder 
ing how he could be #0 foo'ish as to 
imagine he bad found bis tost love in 
Lord Linleigh’s daughter. 

He could not take bis eyes from the 
beautiful face. He longed to hear her 
speak, to see if the voice was that of Doris; 
he remembered its low, sweet music «© 
well: if he could hear her speak, he would 
be a thousand times more sure. 

He waited until he saw them leave the 
box, and he hastened so as to be in the 
dressing room with them. Standing nearer 
to her, be would surely be able to judge. 

“Are you cvla, my darling?’ asked 
Earle, as be saw her drawing the hood of 
her opera cloak over her head. 

“Toe house was warn,’ she replied, in 
alow voice 

No movement of ber enemy was lost 
upon her. She knew that he was close to 
her, that the fragrance of her flowers 
reached him; she saw that be pushed his 
way even nearer, and st««!l where he 
could have touched her. He tooked in- 
tently at her. Her face wax shated and 
softened by the crimaon biood, 

Once she looked around, as though cur 
ious 'oO see who was near ber; then ber 
eyes inet his— quietly, co-dly, without the 
least light, or reeognition, or shadow of 
fear in thew 

She looked at him for one ball meomeni, 
indiflerently, as she glanced at every one 
else, then looked away again, leavi gg tim 
more puzzled than ever. 








CHAPTER LAU. 


T was no wonder that when she reached | 

| Hyde Honse again Lady Siudieigh | 

should look ill and exhausted; she | 

had passed through a severe ordeal, and | 

no one but herse.f knew what it had cost | 
her. 

‘One more such victory,’ she sad to 
hersell, ‘and I should be undone.” 

She lay back in one of the louncging- 
cbhaira, while Farle bastened to pour some 
wine for her. 

“You look so tired, my dariing,”’ be 
murmured—“so tired. | wish we were 
away from this great London, out in the 
fresh, fair country, again, Doria, Why, 
sweoel, there are tears In your eyes!’ 

She looked so wistfully, #> longing!y at | 





| himm—tears in the eyes that had always | 


been 80 proud and bright. She bent her | 
beautiful head on his breast, longing witb 
all her beart to tell him her terrible secret, 
her dreadtul trouble, yet not daring the 
least hint. 

“They are tears cf fatigue,’ she said— 
‘real fatigue, Barcie.’’ | 

“] wish | were Earl of Linleigh for ten 
mioutes,’’ he satd; 1] would forbid you to 


go oul again, though you are qoeen of the 


season and belle of St. James’."’ 

“J should obey you,” she replied, and 
then she bade him good night, not daring 
to say more, lest she should say too much 

She wanted to be alone to eollect ber 
thoughts, to ook her danger in the face, 
to gather ber forces together, and prepare 
lo give the enemy brave batiie. It wasa 
wonderful relief to her to tind bherseif 
alone. 

Toe worst had happened—she had seen 
him, be had seen her; be had looked in 
her face, he had watened her intentiy, yet 
she feit quite sure hé was not certain of 
ber identity—be fancied that he knew her, 


’ 
that he would try every iittie ruse aud 
every possibile inane iver, bulwhatl would 
that matter? 

She would defeat hint again with her 
calm and her nonchalance, just as she bad 
done this time. Tren he would assuredly 
give it up, and *ay no more about it— make 
up his wind that be had been mistaken 


So shL6 coustorted herself with vague 
ideas, uvuever dreaming that eéa 
brought the somber face of tragedy nearer 
to her 
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Bric-a-Brac. 


In CHINA —In Chinas persons bDoeariog 


| the same surname, although they may pot 


be related iu any way, sre forbidden two 
marry. : 

No OLp Matos —There are no olf maida 
in Japan. When a woman t*« not married 
ata certain age, the authorities choose a 
husband for her, whom she i+ compelled 
to tnarry. 

Biuun WaHaces.—The blue whales of the 
Antarciic Ocean amuse themselves by 
travelling in “‘acbools’’ and simultaneously 
jumping outof the water at intervals of 
halfaminute, so that their entire length 
may be seen above the sea. 

PRErARKD.—On some Transvaal farme 
where timber is scanty the Dutch farmer 
keeps by bim, sawn upand stowed away 
in a corner of his house, the planks for his 
coffin, ready against the time when his 
last hour shall have come, 


Tak Keitvpina Bex.—A revival of the 
old-fashioned “building bee’ is reported 
from San Francisco, where many carpen- 
tera and house painters have taken up the 
idea very sucoessfuliy. When one of 
their number hes saved enough money to 
buy a piece of ground and the requisite 
building material, the reat all turn to of a 
Sunday and build the house for him. 


Tue Black Cat.—The wives of many of 
the fishermen in Yorkshire keep a black 
cat in the house, in the belief that doing 
®o assures thelr husbands safely at sea 
On the vessel herself, however, it would 
be deemed disastrous for a black cat to be 
carried, as it is popularly supposed to 
earry galesin ita tail, Also, if one of these 
animals become anusuaily playfal, a 
tempest is always considered certain to 
follow. 

In Vienna. —In Vienna all bicycle. 
riters, before obtaining permission to 
rite, in the public streets, are required to 
pss an @xamination. They have to ride 
between boards laid on the floor without 
touching the sides or edges of them. At 
the word of command they must be able 


| todismount either right, left, o- back ward; 


and until the rider passes this examina- 
tion <alisfectorily a license to ride on the 
puble higbway is refused bim 


A Linen Parkr —A weekly illustrated 
journal printed on linen, La Tela Cor- 
tada, i+ the latest novelty in Spain. The 
reader has but to send hia copy to the 
laundress after perusal in order to have 
the thing transformed into a handker. 
chief. According to the editorial sooount 
of the virtues of the journal, ‘it is useful 
for dusting one’s boots, wiping away a 
tear, making Ones tender adieux, taking 
partin popular déwonstrations, aod pre 


serving diplomatic documents, 


Tin Fines During the reiga of James 
I England's first newspaper was born, 
May, lfi2z, seeing the firet insue of the 
Notwilihstanding that it 


was illy received, its editor, Nathaniel 


Weekly Newes. 


Butter, lived by the business for eighteen 
years. The venture was the outgrowth « f 
accustom among the country gentlemen 
to pay some writer in London for “news 
etters,”’ and Mr. Butler's brave attempt 
was merely the printing reguarly for the 
general public that which before bad b en 
written in « desullery tanner for ” 
private individual 

NOVEL COLLECTIONS fne manta for 
eolrecting loads to #liange accumulation, 
Near Pontefract lives a banker who hasa 
museum Of old doors Dhey aré from old 
houses, Castlenior boeys thal Dave some 

istoric interest, ¢guite l.tely he bid one 
thousand pounds in Varies for « door 
through which, during (the Frenes Kevo- 
tution, Marie Antoinette, Cnarlotte€ orday, 
Danton and “bes pierre passed to the gu 
lotine. Ooo of bie doors is seid te have 
shutott Coaries ti, from his Roun thead 
pursuers, and It bears marks ola Galleriog 
rata A collection of ancient wealhercocka 


is also On6 Of Chis gentieunsu's pp omeessions 
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Is the night dark, 
Dense shadows stretching from the furest 


Black as the skies, where not one faint «tar 
shines, 

Sa? ominous votoes calling from the shore, 

Wild cries that mingle with the wild sea's 
roar, 

W bile epectres born of gioco and loneliness 

Closer around the weary footsteps preest 

Tace heart, take heart’ Tits endless «eeu ing 
might 

Will be but asa dream at morning light! 


Morning «hal! come 


Let net coward fear hbave 


It must come! 


——wy 


the house at once. Come, father !’’ And | to farther 


be iaid his hand on the old man’s shoulder. 
Old Sapley raised his bead slowly, and 
| looked up st bim with a dazed, uncompre 
bending stare Then an expression of 
cunning self-estiafaction stole over bis 
livid face, and he chuckied. 
| “Master of the Court—eh, Mordy ?”’ he 
mumbled. “Mine at iast—atiast! This 
| » = proud day for os, Mordy. Mordaunt 
_Mapley, Eeq.. M. P. Member for West 
Downebire Mordaunt Sepley, Eeq., of 
| Court Kegnea!”’ 
They listened to and looked at bim with 
asiowly-growing apprehension and bor- 
|ror. Did be fail © realize it, or bad the 
| disappotptment driven bim unad ? 
“What's sbe waitirg for, Mordy?”’ he 
demacded croskingly, and pointing «a 
shaking Gnger at Claire. “Why don’t 
you tell ber togo! Letber go, Mordy! 
You'll 
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cover presently. And now we won't say a 











my own ends; and you'd better | Think of the extent of the wrong | did 
bim! And—and be was poor and I was 
rich then! And he must bave thought that 
I treated him—that I was proudof my 
money. Oh, Grace, Grace, when! think 
of it all, 1 feel as if I should go mad !” 

“You arerich still; he is poor stili 1” 
whispered Grace. “Go to him, Olsire.” 

Claire started, and the blood rose to her 
face with maidenly shame; then she grew 
pale again and s light glowed in her eyes, 

“Yee! Icould gotohim! But I shall 
| pever see bim again! I feel that! He 

looked it when he left me the other day !” 

“You must go to him before it is too 
late !’’ said Grace, earnestly. 

‘*BRefore it is too late!” 

“Yes! Oh, my dear, don’t you see? He 
is still considered guilty by some—will be 
considered guilty until he can prove his 
innocence. And he will be abie to do that 
when that ship, The Polly, The Susan, or 


wait to learn what they sre before you | 
utter a word of gratitude! Gratitude! It’s 
I who ought to be gratefai, ae you'll dis- 


word more about it—to- night, at any rate. 
Just forget that you ever ieft the Court, 
and try and persuade yourself that we are 
your guests for a day or two—as we will 
be, if you will bave us Ob, dear! It 
sounds very rude, but | am tremendously 
hungry!” 

Almost as he «poke the butler appesred. 

“Dinner will be served in an hour, 
mise!’ she said, as gravely, and in as 
matter-of fact a tone as if Ciaire had never 
been absent. “Your rooms are ready, 
sir.’’ 

It was a strange meal, that dinner! They 
were almost too excited to eat; and yet the 
servants, by their manner, were evidently 








place, 

Set toward the etarles« Fast thy downeast 
face, 

Theoegh now it seems mwost drear and must 
forlorn: 

Prem there shall «pring the glad trinmphant 
meaorn, 

More fair because of this long midutght's 
gioom, 

And beautiful with «un and «ong and bloom 

Ah, when the glorious morning dawns at #t. 


Thou shalt forget the saddest darkness prast 


AFTER LONG YEARS 





BY THE AUTHOR OF *GLOKY's Lovers,” 
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CHAPTER XL. 


“HH? VE you any deed of surrender? 
No? Mies Sartoris is a woman, 
and was helpiess aod friendiesas 
Nhe is friendiess no longer. I have—I ad 
mit, without ber knowledge—taken upon 
my*elf the honor of acting as ber friend 
end advisor. And I say she bas a perfect 
right to occupy ber own house.”’ 

‘Certainly I’ excisimed Mordaunt 
“And my father and | are delighted that 
abe ciecta todo so! We bave been living 
here because we thougiit it better that the | 
place should not be ieft to caretak err os 

‘Silence!’ said old NSapley. ‘All this | 
is fummery and nonsense! What is the — 
use of ber coming bere and piaying the 
mistress, when she knows that she wiil 
have to turn out ip a few weeks 7"’ 





“Why?’ demanded Mr. Harling, 
smoothly. 

“Why!” croaked old Sapley. “Why! | 
You know weil enoug', Mr.—Mr. Har-. 


lipg! She can’t pay off ibe mortgage, and 
abe is bound to go!" 

“Pardon me!"’ said Mr. Harling. ‘Mies 
Nartoris is prepared to pay off the mort- 
wage!" 

“What!” old Sapley gasped, and his 
eyes started. Then he laughed scornfully, 
“Tell that to the marines!" be said. ‘Pay 
off lr’ he laughed, derisivel y. 

But Mordaunt had been watching Mr. 
Harling closely, and began to suspect the 
truth. 

“It would be better to tell it to your 
solicitor, unless you are acting for your 
selt—which is unusual, isn't it, Mr. Sap. 
ley However, | beg to give you notice 
that Miss Sartoris is ready to meet your 


She's nobedy, and pot fit for you! 


simest raised him by force. 


marry a tiie now, Mordy—— 
Mordaunt took the old man’s arm, and 


‘Come away!’ be said, barshly. 
(\aire moved forward a step or two. 
she said, pitifully. ‘Let bim 


“No, po!” 


stay-— 

ae Mordaunt swung round ou ber like 
a woll driven to bay. 

“What!” be seid, showing his teeth, | 
and glaring at ber. “Accept your bhospit- 
ality, pity! We have not sunk so low as 
that, Mies Sartoria! I would rather die 
than remain beneath this roof—now that it 
ie yours! Reserve your pity for those that 
Weare no longer your servants 
—your servants !”’ 

He laughed defiantly. “We treat with 
you as equals. We leave the place at once. 
Come, father!’ And, putting his father’s 
aru: ¥ithin hisown, be almost dragged 
Lim from the room. 


trying to carry out Mr. Harling’s idea, aod 
persusde Claire that she had never for an 
nour ceased to be the wistress of the 
Court. 

That there were rejoicings in the ser- 
vant’s hall at the sudden change of affairs 
was demonstrated by the buzzof excite- | 
ment which now and again rose from that | 
locality; and at intervals the staid butier 
permitted bis unbounded satisfaction with 





tenance. 
The three satand taiked iate into the 


plot for the destruction of the Sapleys to 
be discussed. 

We would talk of anything but that— 
and Gerald. It is searcely necessary to 
say that he wae carefuily avoided. 

Atiast Mr. Harling insisted upon their 
going to bed; but even when they went 
upstairs, tbe two girls found themselves 





As they went out into the ball a further 
humiliation awaited them. Servanis know 
everything that happens to thejr masters 
and wistresees almost as soou as they 
themsel vee. 

Perhaps someone had been listening 
outside the door—old Sapley bad spoken 
loud enough to be overheard, anyway, th: 
bail wasfull of servants, and they stood 
and stared superciliously at the father and 
eon as they came out of the drawing room. 

Mordaunt giared at them. 

“My father’s coat and hat!’’ he said, 
herceiy. ‘Order a carriage! 

why do you stand and stare and gape ?"’ 

“On! we'll be quick, Mr. Mordaunt,”’ 
said the butler, stung into retaliation. 
“Its the first order of yours we've exe- 
culed willingly. Mr. Sapley’s togs, James, 
and .cok sharp!’ 

Mordaunt enatcbed them from the foot- 
man, and put them on the shaking, 
shruocken figure. 


*W here are we going, Mordy? I don’t 


want to go!’ whimpered old Sapley. 


* Hold your tongue!’ suaried Mordaunt. 
The servants meited away from the hall, 
and presently, in an incredibly short time, 
indeed, the carriage came up to the door, 


and Mordaunt almost carried his father t< 
rt. 


ves;air from the oid man. 


The three lest im the drawing-roou 


locked at each other in silence fur a mo- 


Hang you! | 


As the porter closed the door he heard 
a sharp cry—e wall of disappointment and | 


clalme al any moment you are prepared to jpent or two; then Claire went up to Mr 


in one room and still eager to taik. 

“Oh, Claire, I don’t know whetber I am 
on my bead or my beels!"’ ssid Grace, 
sinking at Claire’s feet on the thick, fleecy 
rug before the fire, and leaning her arms 
upon Claire’s knees, 

“And yet it seems so perfectly right and 
fitting that you should be queening it 
here! You jook the mistress of this place, 
vastand grand as itis! And to-morrow 
you are going to show me how much 
vaster and grander it is than even | imag- 
ine it, aren't you? Well, it makes me 
bappy to think of it! And you, Claire, 
dear; | should like to know exactly huw 
you fee: ?”’ 

Cisire jaid ber hand on the golden bead. 

“I am too bewildered to feel anything 
but gratitude——” 
“You are not to speak of that!” broke in 
(rrace, quickly. 
| No!” she looked up at Claire searchingiy, 
‘not quite! 
sighed. 
color rose wo 
| aside, ‘Claire, whai will you do?” 
What 
| “Ah, what can i do?” 

“You have 
Grace. 
truest, best of men.’’ 








) 


| down at her. 

‘Grace!’ sne whispered. 

Grace flushed to ber white neck. 

“Yes, dear!’ she said, answering the 


1 


of that! 
gan to pace the room. 


| she said; “and you sball go now ! 
Ciaire’s return to display itself in his coun. | 
| will do; you will walk upand down like 
| a tiger all night, Claire. 1 won't leave you 
bight, but Mr. Hariing would not permit | 
his coup de theatre, his beautiful little | 





whatever is its ridiculous name, comes 


back! If you wait till then—ah, well!” 
Claire beld her breath. 
“Oh, Grace, how I love you for thinking 
Ob, where is he?” And she be 


Grace got a little frightened. 

“In bed, where you and I ought to be!” 
I shall 
not. Oh, yes, I will, for 1 know what you 


to-night. Let me stay with you!” 

And she put her arms lovingly around 
ber. ‘Why, your heart is beating like a 
sledge-hammer, and you are shaking. Oh, 
dear ! no wonder he loves you when you 
love bim like this!” 

* * a 

Gerald got down to Thraxton the next 
morning and walked to the cottage at 
Regva. Although the news of Miss Sar- 
toris’ return bad passed round Kegna like 
a flash of lightning, there was no one about 
to tell him, and, as be was cooking his 
breakfast, he was thinking of her sadly. 
After breakfast he would run over to tLe 
inn, and ask for tidings of Mr. Harling— 
for it is scarcely necessary to say that Ger- 
ald had no suspicion tbat Grace and Claire 
were in the neighborhood, 

He had made his breakfast, and was 
toasting a piece of bread on the end of a 
fork, when he saw someone pass the wip. 
dow. It was a woman’s figure, but he bad 

not time to recognize it, and was turning 
the slice of bread, when there came 4 
knock at the coor. 

He got up and opened it, with the toast 
in his band, and almost dropped the latter 
in his amazement. For there stood Cisire. 





“Are you happy, quite? | 


Ah! I know dear!” and she |! 
“You are thinking of bim!’’ The | 
ber face,and she looked | 


can I do?” murmured Claire, | 


been very wicked,’’ said 
“You have wronged the noblest, 
Her breath came 
fast, tow fast for ber words. Claire looked 


eeteabiieh them. There is theformal no Harling. question put in that one word. ‘Yes, it is 
tice’’— he pleced a paper on the table near ‘Un! 1 can’t understand it—realize it all true. I—I loved bim. Wait! Listen! | 
hiu—‘‘and there is a letter from the Lon- yet!’ she said, ber voice trembling with | Do not misunderstand! I said ‘loved.’ I 
don and Westminsier Bank, stating that emotion. ‘Is it true? Have you paid all | joved him with all iny ieart, | would bave | 


this money for me? But 1 cannot take it 
You must Know tbat | am very, 
xrateful! 


thev will honor ber check to the amount 
demanded, or a much larger one!"’ and he 


laid the letter beside the paper. 


ob, | could pot take it! 
ask we!’ 


Old Sapley darted at them. Kut when he 
bad got them in his clawa, he looked at 
them as if be bad lost the power of read 
ing. 

hits sallow face went livid, and his 
mouth opened and shut. Then he dlered 
acry—acry eo fullof the agony of disap 
polnimentand Olismay, that Claire could 
almost have found it possible to pity bim. 

As he staggered and ciutchbed at the 
table, Mordaunt went up to bim, and took 
the jietiers from his hand, read them care 
fully, and then, addressing M . Harling, 
sald - 

“l understand !"" His voice was scarcely 
audible, and bis words cauie with a labored 
siow ness 


ied ber to a cbair. 
“My dear,”’ be said, gently, as a fathe 


money bas hitherto afforded me! 


israce fT 
“Yes” exclaimed Grace; ‘‘and too sens 


“I understand !"’ bie! My dear Claire, you don’t know m 


very | 
It seems wonderful, incrédibie, 
that anyone could beso generous. But, 
You must not 


Mr. Hariing took both ber hands and 


speaks to bis daughter, *‘you shail tell me 
all thts to-morrow, after you bave rested 
and realized the change that has come over 
your fortunes. And let me reassure you 
that you will pain me very much, very 
much indeed, if you allow your pride to 
rob me of the greatest satisfaction my 
You 
are too kind-hearted to do that—isn’t she, 


! | given all the worid if he could bave loved 
mé, but—but I knew he could not, even 
| before | knew that his beart waa given to 
you, and—and—I have fought with my 
love for bim unti! I have torn it out of my 
heart. And yet there is love for him there 
still—a sister’s love, Claire. There is noth- 
ing 1 would not do for Gerald Wayre. 1 
could die for bim as be was ready to die 
for ne—I would go to the end of the earth, 
just to win an bour’s happiness for him ! 
Ob, bow azn I to make you understend ?” 

Claire bent down and kissed her. 

“You are more worthy of him than IJ am. 
Grace!” she said, almost with a moan. 
“You have never wronged bim, misjudged 
bim? While Il! Ob, | ache and burn with 
sbame when I think of the way I have 


r 





i- 
y | 


back with scorn and contempt.” 
“Not that, dear,”’ said Grace, quietly. 


Claire, himself! 

| ‘(jan you tell me if Mr. Wayre——?” 
she bad begun, but there she stopped, 
crimson and white by tarps, and stood 
| with downcast eyes, speechless. 
‘“Claire—Miss Sartoris!’’ he ssid—gasped 
"rather, ““You-—-you want to see me?’ 

““Yes,’’ she said, painfully catching ber 
breatb. ‘i—I—they told me that you had 
stayed here—i—I wanted to know !”” Then 
her courage crept back to her. “Yes; | 
wanted to see you!’ 

He held the door open wider, and drew 
back. 

“Won’t youcome in?” hesaid. How 
commonplace, how grotesque the familiar 
phrase sounded ! 

She walked in, and he putachair for 


| ber, but she did not take it, and stood be- 


fore him with downcast eyes, the loveliest 
picture he bad ever gazed on. 

At last she raised her eyes and iooked at 
bim, and the look made bis heart leap 
within his bosom, and the fork sbook in 
bis hand. 

“Mr. Wayre,”’ she said, and ber voice 
was scarcely above a whisper, and, ob, # 
humble, so meek. ‘“I—1 bave come to ask 
you to forgive me!”’ 

Geraid stared at ber, and repeated the 
words siowly. 





treated him! No wonder that he paid me | 


““To—to forgive you ?” 

“Yes, ab, yes! I have wronged you— 
cruelly! No one has ever been 80—80 
wickedly mistrusted and cruelly wronged. 
| I—I know it now! I know how vile and 
| baseless was my suspicion!” Sne could 
"not go on for a moment, and Gerald ssid, 
stammered— 

“You have heard——?” 


| “] bave beard nothing but what you = 


He turned to Cisire, whostood regarding father yet, or you'd know that when he | **Yoa, yes, a hundred times, yes!” said | me!” she said eagerly passionately. 
Mr Harling with blank astonishment has made up his mind to do a thing, not | Cisire, scornfully: ‘and it was only what neow when you epoke, at the first word 
“Mies Sartorie; you bave won—you bave ali the women in the world would prevent | | deserved. I—I could almost wish that you uttered, that—that—that you were 10° 
beaten us! He KEE a mi iers Besides—fatber, | must say it !—he he had struck me, the other day—I couid nocent! And 1 let you go thinking- 
and «a em wiste I - We Ss so disgustingly rich that I suppose this have borne sa blow better than the loo« in thinking that | still suspected you : 
7 yas ‘we We were the * ney isa were nothing——" bis eyes, the words w! keep ringing in ‘You believe 1am innocent!” be s'#® 
tore when last we we - ¢ Hush asb, my dear,’’ pleaded the old | my ears and t Dg mered. “Without proof! Thank & 
Vang uished Mr la - s gt nen, as if be were ashamed. “It won't. “Would you do anything to win bis for- that! Miss Sartoris, this makes ™° very 
are eti\i mistreas of ( rt Regna, and we julie ruin us, my dear Miss Sertoris. And, giveness ?’’ happy !” 
—bis face reddened with humiliation and wo teil you the piain truth, and to make a “Anything '’ echoed C'sire, passion- Ciaire’s heart sank at the “Miss Sef: 
rage—‘“‘we are interlopers! Wewiil leave clean breast of it, I’ve done what I’ve done | ately. ‘“‘Is there anything | would not do? | toris.”” 
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«“and—and—you forgive me!” she falt- 
ered. 

“Forgive you!” he said, earnestly. 
“Tbere is nothing to forgive! Rather, | 
ought to ask your pardon for—for behav- 
ing like a brute the other day! Yes; and | 
do ask your pardon, Miss Sartoris, most 
humbly !” 

“Ob, no, no, no!” she cried—and yet in 
awhisper. “lt is I who behaved like— 
like a brate!’’ 

“No, no!” be said, eagerly. ‘You were 
right to suspect me. After all, it—it was 
only natural!” 

“Natural?” she said, with a little pant. 
“Jt was unnatural, and—and wicked !’’ 

“Never mind!’ hessaid. ‘It is all over 
now! And you came to tell me this before 
The Susan returned! Ah, that was like 
you, Miss Sartoris! Thank you, thank 
you! ! oan’t tell you how grateful I am! I 
am—almost—a happy man now! Poor 
Lucy! 1 ought to tell you that I am trying 
to find out what becameof her. But I 
won’t bother you with that! What can I 
say to show you how grateful | am to you 
for condescending to come to me like this! 
Such goodness!”’ 

He floundered on, his face flushed, his 
hand pusbiug his bair from bis forehead — 
in the way she loved, and he did not see— 
oh, how blind is poor man where woman 
is concerned !—-that he had onlyto take 
her in his arms, without «a word—iust 
take herin bis arms! 

“J_[—will go now!” she said. ‘“I—} 
hope that we shall be friends again— Mr. 
Wayre?”’ 

So humble still! So fullof pleading, 
the sweet voice! And yet he did not see! 

“Friends! Ah, yes, if you will let me 
be one!” he said, gratefully. ‘I shall not 
be here long; but, while I am bere, 1 am 
giad you have come back tothe Court, 
How funny it is that you should know the 
Harlings! Did they tell you how we met? 
lam painting Miss Grace’s picture; when 
I’ve finished that, and got to the bottom of 
poor Lucy Hawkers’ case, I shall be off. 
You know my old life of adventure ?” 

“I know,’’ she said, almost inaudibly. 
“I hope—you—will be happy—! will go 
now.” Sheturned to thedoor. He fol- 
lowed her, and opened it. 

“To come to me like this!” he mur- 
mured, almost to himself. ‘It is the 
sweetest, the noblest thing! Oh, | can’t 
realizs it!” 

“Yes,” said poor Claire, in a whisper; 
“and—and—to come for nothing !”’ 

He looked at her—her face went almost 
white, then flamed. Down went the fork 
which he bad unconsciously held all the 
time, and out went his band upon her 
arm. 

“Miss Sartoris! Claire! Stop! You— 
you shail not go!’ For, of course, she 
made to fy now; a woman always wants 
to fly at the first intimation of pursuit. 
“No! you shail not. Claire, look at me! 
Speak to me!” 





CHAPTER XXXIX. 


(J srm00 hand tightened on Ciaire’s 
arm—so much so that he almost surt 
her; but she did not mind; indeed, it 

would have given her a subtle kind of joy 

to suffer pain at his bands; she had 
wronged him so! 

Claire,” be said, and his voice was hur- 
ried and broken. ‘Why did you look at 
mé like—like that! Is—oh, can it be pos- 
sible that——Claire, forgive ine, I must be 
mad! | must be deceiving myself as ! did 
~betore !’’ 

She did not offer to withdraw her arm, 
but stood, her heart beating wildly, her 
6yes downcast. 

But suddenly she lifted them and looked 
athim again, and again her look—hait- 
pleading, half-tender—and, ab ! so wistfui! 
—shot through him “like a warm dart,” as 
Owen Meredith says. 

“Claire,” he said, after he had caught 
his breath, “I love you! I can’t help it! 
I must tell you! I have tried to forget 
you, to harden my heart against you, but 
itis of no use, I love you, and I shall 
always love you till I die. 1 told you all 
this before, and—and you gave me your 
answer; bat I tell it you again, for the lust 
time,” 

She turned her face to him pityingly, 
wistfully, 

“Not—the last time—Gerald !” she whis- 
Péred, in a low voice that thrilled through 
him. “You must tell it to me again and 
“gain, vecause—because I shall never be 
tired of hearing it!’ 

[twas almost too much for him, the 

iddenness of his joy, the infinite wit 

ery of the tender smile that stole over ber 

‘OVely face, 
| 





‘aire! Oh, my love, my love!’ he | 


breathed, and he caught herin bis arms | 


and pressed her to him, #o that, indeed, she 
could scarcely whisper his name. 

“Tell me once more, once more, dear- 
est!” he said. “I—I can scarcely believe 
it, Just say, ‘Gerald, I love you,’”’ 

“Gerald, I love you!” 

***And I will be your wife!’”’ 

She hid her face on his breast. 
will be your wife!’ 

‘OCiaire!” Aftera pause, afier he had 
kissed her lips, her hair, “this ian’t—ian’t 
—what do you cal! it—reparation? Ah, 
no, Il know you wouldn't deceive me! 
You love me dearest, really and truly! 
Good heavens, it seems so wonderful; why 
should you?” 

‘*Because—you are Gerald! That 1s all!" 
she murmured. ‘“Gerald—iet me hide my 
face tor shame; don’t—don’t look at me 
Just yet. There, turn your face away, 
dearest.’’ She put ber hands to bis face 
caressingly, and averted it. 

“I—I—Onh, how can I say it!—I came to 
tell you! Icame to ask you—to ask you 
to take ine! I could not bave gone away; 
I could not! I should have fallen at your 
feet and prayed you to have pity on me!” 

‘Claire!’ he gasped. 

“Yos! Think, dearest! I had wronged 
you so cruelly, and! loved you all the 
time! And my pride and jealously had 
nearly wrecked my life, and there was no 
pride left in me, and no—no—ahb, no self- 
respect! 

“Gerald, shall I kneel to you now? Shall 
1? Shall I say whail meant to say, if you 
had not—not guessed and asked me? I 
should have clung to you and cried, 
Gerald, | love you—I have wronged you. 
I have been a poor, miserable little fool, 
with my pride and my suspicion. But 1 
loved you all the time! Have pity on me! 
Take me for your wife. You shall do 
what you like with me, bully me—beat 
mée—anything! Only let me live with you 
and try and show you what a woman’s 
love means !’’ 

She was sobbing now, half-hysterically; 
and he, half frightened, and trembling al- 
most a8 much as she, soothed ber with a 
lover’s whispered words, the lover's 
touch, 

“Hush, bush, dearest! These are not 
words for you—for you, my queen—it is I 
who should kaeel.’’ He sank on his knees 
and drew her hands to his face. Sho 
stooped and raised him, 

“No, no! Here, on my heart, Geraid !”’ 


she panted. 
* * * * * * 


“And I 


‘ And you haven’t had your break fast !’’ 
she exclaimed, a moment or two after. 

“Breakfast! No, not yet. Have you?” 

Sbe shook her head, and tried to smooth 
the hair his caresses had ruill sd, 

“Nos t-camio 6ut—the house seemed 
stifling, and I was restless—to inquire 
after you.”’ 

“Have some with me!” hesaid joyously. 

“Shall 1?’ she said, wistfally, shyly. 

“Why not?’ he responded. “Ses, I'll 
make some more tea—it’s got cold.”’ 

“And I’ll do the toast; let me, Gerald!” 

‘““T here’s some eggs somewhere!” he ex- 
claimed, rusbing about, laughing without 
knowing it. ‘“Where’s the butter? Am I 
awake or dreaming? Stand still a mo- 
ment and let me look at you!” 

She drew herself up and let his eyes 
wander over her. 





‘Yes, it is you!’ he said, with a long 
breath. ‘‘Now, don’t come near mé, or- 
or we shall never get any breakfast. 
There’s the bread—and- oh, here are the 
eggs, I remember! Ob, yes, after all | 
must be dreaming, don’t you know! | 
shall wake up presenily and find that you 
have gone, and that I am still hungering 
and aching for you!” 

“1d better give you something more 
substantial to eat, and quickly,’’ she said 
with a laugh. And the laugh was like 
sweet, wholesome inusic in the little 
room. 

They got breakfast—after several inter- 
ruptions and interiudes—and both dis- 
covered that they were hungry. It was 
scarcely proper, perhaps, for these two to 
be seated opposite each otber—like man 
and wife. Sut they tad no thought, and 
very little care, for the proprieties at that 





moment 

He had got his !ove, his life’s angel at 
last, and ali the rest didn’t matter. And | 
she: well, if all the world cried shame, she 
would not have cared. He was her-, hers, | 


her very own; and nothing should come 
between them again. 
They alked afte awhile, and Claire 
; 4 § t 
n A ¢ mn wv * 
aimnaz 4 nomen 
‘(Good heavens!’ he exclaimed “The 
villains! Well, 1 might have suspected 


it! And that dear old feliow ! But—but | 


Claire;” bia brows knitted perplexedly. 
*“Oan you—can you accept ?”’ 

Ciaire leant her head on her hand. ‘‘Al! 
night I have been asking myself that 
question,” she said. ‘It was hard to an- 
swer. Atone moment! felt that I could 
not, at another that perhaps 1 ought, that 
I could, perhaps, take itas aloan. But 
now | haven't to decide, thank Heaven !"’ 

“You haven’t! Why not?” he asked. 

She biusbed and lowered her eyes, then 
raised them and looked at him with a 
woman's complete surrender. 

‘Because there is someone else who de- 
cides everything —everything—for ne now 
and | leave it to him. It 18 delightful!” 

Interraption and interlude, 

* ® o * * * 

‘*Well, 1 don’t know what to say. For 
one thing, of course, 1 should be giad if 
you badn’t a penny in the world, because 
then I should have to work for you. 
Think of it, dearest! But that’s selfish, I 
know.”’ 

**You couldn’t be selfish, if you tried,” 
she remarked, with solemn decision. 

“Oh, couldn’t I!’ he retorted. ‘You 
wait and see! Well, we'll talk it over with 
bim, They are the nicest, most warm 
hearted, people in all the world. I am 
fond of bimw as if be were my father, and of 
Grace as if she were——”’ 

He caughta sudden expression in ber 
face, 

‘*W bat’s the matter now ?”’ he asked. 

“Say, ‘sister,’ Gerald !"’ she said. 

“] was going to say sister,”’ he said in- 
nocently. 

She nodded. 

“[ don’t mind you loving her as a sis- 
ter,”’ she said, very quietly. 

“Why, of course not!” he exclaimed, 
"You like her too, don’t you ?” 

“Yoes—like a sister also,’’ she said, 
“Gerald, you—you muat comeup to the 
Court and tell them,”’ 

“After breakfast,’’ he nodded, 
more tea, please !’’ 

Then suddenly, in the midst of their 
wondorful happiness, Claire remembered 
where they were, She put her cup down 
and looked at him, pitisally. 

“Ob, Gerald! That poor girl—Lucy !’’ 

His face grew grave. ‘Yeu,’’ he said. 
““l’ve got to carry that business through. 
You must help me, dearest !’’ 

“It seeins 80 heartless to be s0—s#0 bappy 
in this house!’ she said, in a low voice, 

He got up and comforted her, of course. 

‘*We are doing her no wrong, dearest,’’ 
he said, “Our joy cannot tujure or insuit 
her. But, come, we will go at once. Let 
ine put your hat on for you. Which isthe 
right side, or doesn’t it matter? There! 
Ob! Claire, how lovely you are! Would 
to God I were more worthy o! you !’’ 

“Don’t say that, Gerald,’ she almost im- 
plored. “Never say that again. It—it 
makes me think of the way I have treated 
you, and—and that hurts me!” and she 
clung to him with a little shudder, 

They went out and walked demurely 
enough up the street, for the Kegna folk 
were about and eager to weloome her, but 
when they got into the lonely lanes, their 
bands stole together and clasped, and they 
wentalong iiketwochildren sweetheart- 
ing. 

Mr. Harling and Grace were on the stops 
looking for them, and Grace turned rather 
pale for a moment as she saw them com 
ing along together; but it was only fora 
moment, and it was ber last time of show- 
ing any emotion at sight of Gerald. 

“Oh, here you are !’’ exclaimed Mr, Har 
ling. ‘Grace deciared that you had bolted 
back to London and tothe school; but! 


“Some 





knew you weretoo sensible to do that. | 


How area you, lad?’ and he wrung 
Gerald’s hand. “You have found each 
other, then, eb?” he asked, looking at 


them shrewdly.. 


“You,” said Gerald, drawing Claire’s | 
| if she had forgotten ! 


acm within his, “I have found her never 
to lose her again, I hope.’’ 

“That's all right, then,’’ cried the old 
gentleman, chuckling and rubbing his 
bands. ‘Come into break fast.”’ 

“Weo've—we've had our breakfast!’ 
faitered poor Claire, going rosy-red. 
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Sapleys’ claims, and | shoaidn’t be at all 
surprised when he dves so, If be finds that 
roguery has been at work, and that a good 
siice will have to be deducted. 

“That will leave you something of an 
income, and the estate, properly managed, 
will clear itselfin time. Thatis, of course, 
if you insist upon repaying me. But I’m 
not 80 sure that you wili—presently.” 

He nodded and smiled rather mystert- 
ously. “Bat, don’t let as worry about 
money on such a day as this! Let us be 


bappy——”’ 


“We certainly shan’t, if we talk about — 


money," interrupted Grace, who, with ber 
arm round Claire’s waist, wa» going round 
the ball, looking at the portraita and 
curios, 

“No. | propose—if I may venture to 
do s0—that Miss Sartoris takes us all for a 
drive, and shows ua, something at least, 
of ber ‘kingdom by the sea.’”’ 

“The dog cart; and you shall drive, 
Claire is a splendid whip, air,’ said 
Gerald. 

Claire biushed and laughed. 

“Very well,’ she said. “We will take 
a holiday to day; but to-morrow I—I must 
go back to London, I mustn’t run away 
from them without a word, mustIl? Miss 
Giover—oh ! you don’t know bow kind she 
bas been to mo! And Sister Agnes—! 
must go and tell her—everything !’’ 

‘Sister Aynes !’’ echoed Gerald, with as- 
tonishment. ‘Do you know ber?’’ 

“I live with her—did live with her. 
“She has been—ah! I cannot tell you 
what she bas beento me! No mother 
could bave been more loving--more——’ 
Her eyes filied with teara. 

Geraid stared at ber, 

“Why—Sister Agnes! A white haired 
lady, with sad-looking eyes? But, of 
courrsé, it must be the same! Why, | know 
her! i met her—oh! I muattell you all 
about it!’ 

He did #0, loaning over the back of the 
dog-cart, as Claire drove them through the 
familiar lanes, aod across the downs, from 
whence they couid look down on the sea 
stretching away to Labrador, 

*] don't wonder at your loving ber!’ 
be said ioe low voice. “1 can’t tell you 
the impression she madeon me, I can’t 
explain itto mysoll. It was asif—on! I 
car't explain! Claire, dearest, do you 
think she woulda——”’ 

“] know what you are going to say,’’ 
she murmured. “I think | know your 
thoughts before you utter them, dear! 
You think she might come down hers!’ 

“Yes! How would it be if lran upto 
town, and persuaded her to come back 
with me!” 

“You might,” said Claire; “if you told 
her I wanted her very much.” 

“Pil try it,” he waid, “I'll go up to 
morrow. And I'll wo and seethbat Mins 
Gover. Favey your teaching in aschool, 
Claire! Doesn't it sound like a dream!’ 

“And you must make her promise to 
come down in the holidays, “Oh, Ger- 
aid!’ And she swung round with an 
eager flush on her face, ‘if we could get 
her down here—to the school, you know! 
The mistross has talked of retiring for 
ever so jong! Miss Gover would be so 
bappy in the gountry, and—ah! it would 
be 40 delightful to have ber near us!’ 

‘They made # jong driveot it, and Mr, 
Harling was duly lnspressed by theextent 
and wealip of the omtate. 

“You,’’ be said to Claire, rubbing bis 
onin, “you ought to be able to repay me— 
if you want tw!” 

After lunch, Mr. Harling and Grace dis. 
appeared, and Gerald ant Claire went out 
alone. Asif they were drawn there by a 
common impulse, they went to the chapel, 
and stood beside the tomb, looking down 


at it, band-in hand, with love hovering 


over them, 


“Do you remember?’ be whispered—as 
“| fell in love with 


you that first morning, Claire! Do you 


remember the sketeh ?”’ 
‘where i4 it? Oh! I 


‘You,’ she sald; 


| hope you have kept it, Gerald!’ 


Mr. Harling laughed with keen enjoy- 


ment. 
“Of course, you have! Nice behavior of 


one’s hostess, I mustsay! Torun away, 
and leave her guests to breakfast by then- 


| sel vea!’’ 


“No, you are the host here,”’ said Claire, 
in a low voice. 

‘Don’t you make such a ridiculons mis 
take, my dear young lady!’ he ret 

yurt Hegnais yours, and 

i Hope (reraia has persuade 
at the matter in a sensibie way 
eo sure that you aré 6%) much indebted 


mé as you think. 


“My lawyer has got to examine the 


“Yos; here it is,”’ ho said. And he drew 
the pencil portrait from bis pocket and 
wave it her. 
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Winning a Wife. 
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VIVE o'clock tea wee in fall «wing a 

|. Lushington Court, Women ta de 
leate bued tes gowns and eevee 
tallor-bullt frocks, and menin pink were 
wentier@d in Jitthe groupe atrout the fine 
old hall, which, with ite blezing yule ing 
and cosy old-fashioned *indow seats 
formed an ideal spot for this mcet eocial 
mesl ot theday. It wasa piace that was 
lived in. Kiding Whipe, cigarette cases, 


newspapers, Oriving ploves, work tusketm, 


and French novels, littered t ak tables, 


A long sable boa had te: uny by an 
irreverent hand on the head « f « ceil clad 
figure; an enormous St Mernard iay 
stretched atlits ense on the tiger ekin rug 
before the open fireplace; end the per 
fuine of violets from San HKemo mingied 
with the more tnatertel fragrance of tea 


and buttered toast, 

lt was the twenty-fourth of 
and #« congenial party of guewtia had na, 
semibled together lo «pend their Christmas 
together under Sir (any Loshington’s how 
pilable roof, 

The condiments in 
well mixed, which 
case on there feative 


December, 


the social «alad were 
invariably the 
occasions, and 
and oll WerTé in some ensure Pommeened of 
the qualification which society in this cen- 
tury demands from her devotees, Well 
dromped, well-bred, some good looking. 
others amueing; and the majority well 
supplied with the three penny tite of con 
versation, if somewhat lacking in the eciid 
gold pleces, 


ts pert 


one 


“Does anyone know what the new man 
is like?’ demanded «# pretty little woman 
ina French looking tes gown, as she took 
her cup from Charlie Lu«shington. 

“You 
wife ol « popular dramatiet 
to be acquainted with map 
county. One might find oneseif 
in awkward situations.’ 

“Am Kose the other day 
when she inquired #0 lenderly for 
Blackmore's wife,”’ put inthe fret speaker 
with an irresistible liltie laugh. 

This fellow basa 


‘drawied the languid fair haired 
“It is ae well 
of the 


Invoived 


the 


Trevor was 


not got « wife, at any 


rate. | can tell you that much,” remarked 
Charlie lLusbington 
back of Mra, 


some sortof connection or 


from his prmition wt 


the tow yn's chair. “He is 


distant 
to oure too,” he added: ‘“‘bat I don't 


“™- Uusitn 

know 
where the rélationship comes in exactiy."’ 

‘In that case, be is above suspicion, 
sald Mra, Stapleton, the dramatiat's wife, 
demurely, “Imhe good-looking, Charlie?" 
she inquired with # faint show of interest. 

Charlie reflected, 

‘itis so dificult to know what women 
call good looking. There ts plenty of bin, 
In beight at least, and—weill, he t# rather 
fairieh and-—l don’t know what color his 
eves are.”' 

“You need not say another word,” ex 
claimed Mra. Giwyn mischlewously. “Your 
description i@aves nothing to . 
i see him before me."’ 

‘He isa cousin of mine too, 


be desired 


then,”’’ ead 
a voice from the other end of the ball, and 
aA girl in atrim gown of biue serge, a mane 
of golden brown hair, laughing haze! ey on, 
and a Dreeden-china compiezion, joined 
the circle round the fre. 


“*A4 cousin's a different thing,’'’ quoted 
Mra, Stapleton “Something telie me. 
KRose—weall bave our Inspired moments 
you know tihatthis young than, a graph 
mally deecri bed yt 4 “ 
© your fats 

‘ 7 © * ‘ * 
i re rey 4 == ny 
berty to we tt any 
‘ «, with aii . od [f her dainty head 
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“It is warriage that bestows liberty,” 
murmured Mra. Gwyn from bebind the 
peacock feather fan sbe was using a4 6 
screen. ‘It has ite compensations, my 
dear, I assure you.”’ 

“It should,” replied Kose empbatically, 
“to atone for ite pumerous drawbecks.”’ 

There was a general laugh. 

“Ab, Hose,” said Lady Loushington, 
patting ber young cousin on the shouider, 
“you will tell a different story some day, 
and Kalph Dalston would bea very good 
meter to teach you your lesson.” 

“Valk of an angel,’’ murmured Charlie 
as the sound of carriage wheels were heard 
coming up the drive, ‘Here he is.’’ 

“Weil, I shall go,” remarked Kose, witb 
determination, rising from ber place on 
the rug, where she bad eneconced herreif 
teside the woolly St. Bernard. “i do not 
if I could be civil to the man.” 
And «he made her escape hastily by one 
as the new comer entered by the 


feel a 
door, 
other. 
Many were the approving glances cast 
upon Captain Dalston as he stocd chatting 
with the firelight fickering 
on his tali soidierly figure and fair banu- 
face. There that look 
strength and determination ut 
eut features, which invariably 
tracts the yentler sex, and a cynical light 


his hostess, 


-1me war of 


nmin the 


wei) at 


shone in the keen gray eyes, whieh yet 
could look soft enough when they chore. 
talpb Dalston was somewhat of a 


phenomenon in this age of butterfly loves 
and ever-changing fancies. Hehad reached 
the age of thirty-four wilhout having once 
experienced the pangs of the tender 

never, England 
India, bad he come across a woman whom 
weuld care to instal a inistress of his 
ivy covered Grange in the amiling Derby 


prae- 


sion, and either in or 


he 


ahire valley. 

‘You are not afraid 
chance 7’ asked Lady 
handed a cup of tea tothe thirety traveller. 

Captain Dalston laughed lightly. 

“| shall be awfully grateful 
you give me a chance of seeing one. 
you such «thing on the premises 7"’ 

“There aré6 t@o,’’ eagerly 
Mies G@wyn, anxious for a share of the 
new-coiner’s attention, and feeling 
overlooked. “One, I 
am told, carries bis head about with bim, 
and the other is a charming young woman 
in a2 Watteau costume, who haunts the 
west corridor, and who can only be seen 
by Lushingtons, or at least some relation 
of the family.’’ 

Kalpb bestowed a careless glance at the 


of by 


Lushington #2 #he 


vhosts 


to you if 


Have 
Inter promed 


her 
ecOarms somewhat 


pretty animated face of the speaker, and | 


turned to his hostess, 

“With your permission,’’ be said, *] 
wiiltrymy luck with the feminine spec- 
tre, as | can claim a distant 
through my mother, 
prove 


relationship 
The headless genie- 
my 


iat might too much for 


nerves "’ 
“Very well, we will put you in the west 


corridor,’ shereplied with a laugh. ‘And 


|; now, good people, itis bigh tine to adorn 
| ourselves for the great function of the 
day.”’ And there was a general exit of 


Lard | 


rustling skirts 


“Whereis Kose?’ in«juired her cousin 


|} an hour later, as sheinarshalled ber guests 


into the dining room. 
“Shehas a headache, mother,’ answered 
Ada Lushington, asaucy looking brunette, 


“and is not coming down to night.”’ 


‘A headache!” exclaimed Lady Lushb- 
ington ip surprise, “Why, she war as 
lively as a cricket at lea time.” 

Mra. Siapieton and Mrs. (iwyn ex 


Changed glances of amusement 
“Tbe monkey has one of 
” 


plans on, 


ber wicked 
whispered the taiter, “] sha'n't 
be sorry if she does pinay off any of her 
tricks the new 
much ‘side’ for my taste.” 

W bicb speech, freely translated, meant 
that ebe had fatied to inake an im pression, 
and wee quile aware of the unpleasant 
fact. 

The evening passed merrily enough with 
the aid of music, emali talk, billiards and 
flirtation, and it was long past midnight 
before Captain Dalston left the smoking- 
room apd turned bis steps in the direction 
of the haunted corridor. 

“Keep your weather eye open, old fel- 
low,’’ observed Charlie, 
good night. 


has 


on 


man. He has far tuo 


ae he tede bim 
“You are safe lo eee her 
to 
so they all! 
tried iny lu 


bition about 


never failed come to one of the 


family say, at least—I have 


never ck, Dulthen ther * no 


air Ine ~ 


an uree t is 


aif Dimletor 


gO De seen . 


ing 10 OuGg's et Kk perience 


ae ee ee 


j 
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‘Tbe large eciock on tbe stairs, a veritable 
grendfather’s clock, chin.ed three, and 
with a yawn Kaiph rose from his chair and 
prepared toturn in. “I will just takes 
look outside first,’’ he said. “She may be 
on ber way, aod it would be awkward to 
receive a lady en deshabiile.’’ 

So saying, he opened the door noiseieesly 
and peered duwn the gloomy corridor, lit 
only by a faint flickering lamp at the far 
end. What was that? It sounded like 
the rustiing of asilken skirt. Although, 
perhaps, the most unsuperstitious man in 
bis battery, Captain Dalston experienced 
a vague feeling of aiarui, asort of sensa- 
tion which the Scotch Gescribe as ‘“un- 
canny,” as he listened to what was un- 
dovubtbtedly an approsching footstep. 

Pitter-patier went the littie high heels, 
and a charming figure, dressed in a Wat- 
teau costumne, came slowly towards his 
room. The powdered hair fell in cluster 
ing curls upoua white forehead, the gaily 
tinted brocade, made after the fashion oi a 
bygone century, suited the wearer to per 
fection, and the face was the most bewitch 
ing, OF *o it seemed to him, that 
ever gazed upon. The portraits of old 
dead-and-gone Lushingtons seemed to 
sinile from their frames, as thia daimty 
member of their family tripped ligbt'y by, 
with «faraway look in her dark eyes, and 
one white hand uplifted asif in warning 

Haiph stood transfixed. 
ing ata most unusual rate, half 
half witb a feeling which he 
ariaiy 7. 

Nearer and nearer the fair sapparilion 
approached, and then, just as be bad sum 
moned up courage to walk boldly up toit, 
it disappeared, through « door he had not 
before perceived, with a long drawn sign. 

vnee it had vanished he felt himseif 
again, and proceeded to follow through 
the door by witch the unearthly visitant 
had taken her departure. It opened ints 
4 jarge bere room, to his surprise, be dis- 
covered 10 be as empty as the copboard of 
And what staggered him 
completely, was the fact that there was ao 
visible means of exit. Could the 
ghost have escaped py the high window? 
ésj ‘ame in here,” he 
muttered. “Where the deuce can she 
have gone to?” She had gone, however, 
and bad jeft no sign, 80 witb a laugh at 
his own bewilderment he returned to bis 
room. 

“If Leould only find a woman with a 
face like tbat!" reflected the unsuaceptible 
Captain as be prepared for bed. “By 
Jove, I should be tempted to forego my 
theories about matrimony; but they don't 
inake ’em like that in this century, more’s 
the pity. Weill, I shall keep my own 
counsel anyhow, the other fellows would 
chafl one so. And of course it was all 
my fancy, and—Lushington’s cham. 
pagne.”” And with that, ne finally got 
bed, where the face of the loveiy 
Wattesu lady stili haunted him 
troubled dreams. 

. 


His heart beat 
with fear, 


could not 


nursery taine, 
other 


could swear ehe 


into 


in his 


here was certainly no sign of a head- 


ache or any other malady about Kose 
Trevor when she made her rather iate 
appearance in the breakfast-room on 
(Christmas morning. 


“Where is the new man’?”’ she whi« 


pered to Charlie as «he took her place be 
side him. 
*Haan't 


shown up 


abetractedly, 


yet,’’ 
beiny 


replied 
occupied ip 
attending to Mrs. Gwyn’s wants «I ex- 
pect the ghost was too much for him.”’ 

“What fun!” laugbed Hose. 
she gave bim a good fright. 
dure that kind of man.” 

“What do you know about him?” de 
manded Charlie's neighbor curiously, 

“Ob, | bave heard a good deal about 
him the Kateliffes—Percy is in bis 
battery, don't you know, and he often 
‘teys with them. Bianche and Annie say 
he is frightfully conceited, thinks no end 
of bimeself and his V. C., and gives out 
that ‘only married women bave any sense’ 
~he will not trouble to talk to girls.” 


ecousio 


“I hope 
1] cannot en- 


from 


Mra. (iwyn looked dubious and pursed 
up ber rosy lips. 

“Hedid not give me that lim pression,”’ 
she valid slowly. 
Liuself 


“Bat I dare say he fan- 
I never met a gunner yet 
whodid not,” she ended with alittle laugh 


Cies 


“Well, anyhow, I shall give him a wide 
bert’ Rose. “It will bea new 
sensaiion to his lordship to find one woman 
who does not 


’ deciared 


run after bhim.’’ 


hat isa fay fod 


riteacdge wit wir 
» ( arile Ne 
atw 
“A a 
on siwave 
. oOast, (Da and } 
Sik sboul wha. you do not un lerstand,’ 


he had | 




















said Kose, with a mischievous isugh in 
her wicked hazel eyes. 

Breakfast was halfover when Captain 
Daiston at last entered the room, with 
many apologies to hie bost and hostess, 

He was immediately greeted by a storm 
of inquiries concerning his nocturnal ex- 
periences, whicb be received, and evaded, 
in bis neues! nonchalant manner. 

“W bat a shame it was of you, Lushing- 
ton,”’ be said lightly and carelessly, “to 
raise my bopes on the subject of the fair 
Wattea” dame for nothing.”’ 

“He bas seen something, for all that,” 
refiected Mra. Stapleton, who had been 
watching him curiously ever since 
his entrance. “And I will getit out of 
hin, too, before I am many hours older.” 

With which object in view she made her- 
self especially agreeable, as she so wel] 
knew how: and being well versed in mas- 
evline nature, iooked after his creature 
comforts, and attracted his attention to the 
nos! appetizing disbes on the well-spread 
tabie. 

“7 bave anotber cousin to introducs you 
to.”’ said Lady Lazbington, as she rose to 
leavethe room: “you did not meet last 
night. Rowe, my dear, Captain Daiston— 
Miss Trevor.”’ 

Hose gave him a frigid little bew and 
smile, but Kalpb, with complete forgetful- 
ness of bis uscal perfect manners, stared 
at ber silence a8 though unabie to 
speak. 

‘“jractoua, he 


in 


is struck,’’ thought Mra, 
Gwyn. *“Whaton earth do all the men 
see in that little thing ?”’ 

“J do not think I can claim Captain Dais- 
ton fora cousin, Fanny,” said Rose, ins 
voice which sbe seemed to bave borrowed 
for the occasion from a refrigerator. “The 
relationship. if it exists atall, is so very 
divtant.” 

With an effort 
powers of speech. 

“Tt is too bad of you to repndiate me in 
that heartiew: way, Mies Trevor. I think 
we shail be ableto trace a connettion be 
tween us at any rate.’’ 

“Tam notat ali good at that kind of 
thing,”’ sne answered, making her way to- 
wardsthe door. “Is it not time we got 
ready for church, Fanny?” and taking 
the elder iady’s arm she left the room. 

Captain Dalston stood still for a moment 
staring after her retreating figure, and 
then rousing himself, went out into the 
shrubberies to steady his nerves with the 
aid of a cigar. 

“Most extraordinary likeness I ever 
saw,” he muttered to himself. ‘Only 
wants her hair powdered, and that biue 
and pink arrangement on, to be tne living 
image of wy ghost. 

“If I had seen this girl last night, 1 should 
bave imegined that per face bad bewitched 
me into fancying I saw it again, but I 
never set eyes on her before. Well, I'll be 
shot if I can make it out.”’ 

Here one or two of the men interrupted 
bis solitary meditations, and he tried to 
banish the remembrance of Kose Trevor's 
lovely face by a visit to the stabies, and an 
animated discussion on equine beauties. 

Christmas day was kept at Lusbington 
Court in the real old fashioned style, 
which, like so many other ancient cus 
toms, is rapidiy dying out. 

The house was decorated with holiy and 
mistietoe: the guests played forfeits with 


Raiph recovered his 


| the children, and burnt their fingers at 


ner | 


snap dragon; and a buge sirloin, turkey, 
and indigestible plum-paddingsand mince 
pies, usurped the place of the French 
cook's usual piquant plats and ethereal 
contections 

Mach to Rose Trevor’s disgust, Captain 
Daleton had been told off to take her into 
dianer, but true to her resolutions, shé oe 


| voted the lion’s share of her conversation 


tothe man npon her other side, leaving 
her partner toconsoe himself with Mrs. 
Stapleton. 

“Do you admire Miss Trevor?” asked 


| Mrs. Stapleton’s soft murmuring tones /n 


i 


bis ear, a8 she discovered him gazing ‘!- 
tently at the girl’s profile. 

‘oh, she isa pretty girl, 1 suppose 
answered carelessly. “Not my style at 
all; too much color; don’t you think so?” 
with a glance at the speaker’s pale face, 
cannot 


,” be 


and straw-tinied hair. “But I 
help looking athber. Sbe reminds mé sO 
tremendcousiy of someone—” 

“Indeed !’ said the lady briskly, thin® 


discovery. 
i, 


ing she was on the verge of s 


“! have always been given to understanD: 


she added archiy, “that Captain Daistop 
~- e whe our #ex are . 
‘ < al n 
~ ‘ ) 


“ Lrevor reminds m 


ce 


But here, to Mre. Stapleton’s annoy* 














——— 
gad a little to Raiph’s relief, the signal for 
ure was given, and the former was 
to retire with her thirst for know!l- 
edge stil! unappeased. 

Later on in the evening, when the chil- 
dren's gsines bad come toa noisy conclu- 
sos, some of the guests wandered into 
the picture-gallery, where cosy velvet- 
eovered seats placed at discreet intervals, 
ipvited conversation, and what the French 
call “the solitude of two.” 

s@how Captain Dalston your portrait, 
Rose,” said Lady Lushington, faithful to 
por match maning instincts; and having 
po plausible excuse ready, Mise Trevor, 
vith visible reluctance, prepared to obey. 

“| am afraid it is a great bore to you,” 
remarked ber companion with unex pected 
aod marvellous humility, as they turned 
jnto the long gallery. 

“Not at ail,’’ replied Rose, with an ex- 

ion on ber face which rather belied 
ner polite words. “This is the portrait 
Fanny means,” she continued, pausing 
before a frame, where a besutiful woman, 
in a Watteau costume, smiled from the 
bygone centuries. “She bas a ridiculous 
ides that it is like me. She is an an- 
cestress of mine, so there may be a faint 
resemblance, but that is all.’”’ 

Captain Dalston stood like one en- 
tranced before the picture, recognizing 
with amazement the startling resem- 
biance, pot only to the girl by his side, 
bat sino to the apparition he bad seen the 
previous night. 

“| beg your pardon—what did you 
ay?” inquired Roe, 

“Did | speak?” be stammered; “I did 
not mean to. But it is the most extra- 
ordinary likeness.’”’ 

“Really 7’ she answered with a littie 
shrug of ber grecefal shoulders, “I sup- 
pose you think is the correct thing to say 
, bot pray do not imagine you are puy- 
ing Me a compliment, for L think the lady 
bes the most aflected expression I ever 


” 





ay. 

“Affected,”” be exclaimed indignantly, 
“it is the most perfect face.’’ And then he 
paused abruptiy, remembering she was 
without tbe key to his bewilde~ment. 

“Batit isnotonly you it reminds me 
of,” be continued rather lamely, “I could 
swear | had seen the original.’’ 

“Tell me where,” she murmured, !osing 
ber manner of stiff repose an if by magic, 
and turning to him with a look of danger- 
ous softness and entreaty in her lovely 
ey “Dotell me This is the first favor 
i bave asked of my cousin !”” 

Even Achiiles had his vuinerabie point, 
and the cool, self-possessed Captain Dal- 
“on, losing his head at this sudden trans- 
formation of the ice maiden, answered as 
‘ein a dream—‘] saw ber in the west 
eorridor.”’ 

For three consecutive nights, Ralph 
Dalston waited up till past three o'clock, 
@ the chance of another glimpse of his 
ghesliy enchantress, but saw no sign of 
Ser; and although he would hardly admit 
i to bimself, great was his disappoint- 
ment at her non-appearance. 

By this time, Rose Trevor and the Wat- 
Wau lady were getting rather confused to- 


ether in bis mind; and we, as his biog- | 


repuer, must own that this formerly 


‘ard-bearted young man was in some 


danger of losing that reputation. 


He did not know it. Men, as well as | 


Youen, have a wonderful knack of blind- 
K themselves to whal lookers-on con- 
Sder stifevident trathe; and during the 
“ays which followed, be attributed bis 
hetings of pleasure in Rose’s society, and 


%¢ admiration her beauty and piquant | 


“78 €xciled in his breast, solely to his 
Bemories of the charming appariiion. 

It was notic 3d and commented upon by 
“! the bouse party during the course oi 
ke wext fortnight or 80, that Rose Trevor 
Sad somewhat abaudoned her cold-water 
ee regard toCaptain Daiston, and 

“ep two were constantly together. 

act Was, that strongly as she fought 
a feeling. Ralph Dalston’s good 

sslualing manner, and tne brave 
ly Character Waich she had discovered 
aap his languid exterior, were be- 
“ory influence the yirl in a way she 
na o, x perienced beforé, and now 
dati _ ound herself wishing cor 
thines ke mad uct so publicly pro- 

_ er antagouism to him. 

2 were in this trausilory state 
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“IT can quite imagine it,”” remarked Cap- 
tain Dalston in a low voice. The girl col- 
ored as she met the ardent gaze of the gray 
eyes. 

“How quietly you came in,” she said 
pettishly. “I hate people who walk like 
ghosta,’’ 

“Oh, by the way, Dalston,” asked a fox- 
hunting squire who bad come o-er to dine 
and sleep, “hes the Watteau lady appeared 
to you yet? You aresome relation, are 
you not, and so you are entitied to see 
her?”’ 

Captain Dalston laughed uneasi!y. 

“Oh, of course we are quite intimate by 
this time,’’ he said. 

“When did you see her last?” inquired 
Mrs. Stapleton looking up at him from the 
depths of her lounging chair. 

*“*[ have never told you I have seen her 
at all,”’ he answered iightiy. 

“No; but Itoink you have,” she said 
significantly. “Ab, here is tea at last! 





Whata biessing! Bring mea cup, Cap- 
tain Dalston; I am pining for it.” 

When he had obeyed ber commands, 
and further supplied her with hot tea- 
cake, she still detained him beside her 
witb a few remarks on different subjects; 
and presently he foilowed her to a distant 
window seat, where they entered intoa 
long, and apparently interesting conver- 
sation. 

After one careless glancein their direc 
tion, Rose accepted tea and attentions from 
a devoted admirer who was staying in the 
house, and bestowed a charmingly in 
different smile upon her recreant knight, | 
when he returned to hi« allegiance just | 
before the dressing-beil rang. 

“Come to my room, Rose,’ whispered 
Mrs, Stapleton, as she paused beside the 
girl on her way upstairs. “I havealovely | 
idea for the tableaux.”’ Se the two went | 
off together, Rose emerging from her | 
friend’s room ten minutes later with a | 
slightly heightened eolor, and a look of | 

| 
! 
} 


pleasurable anticipation in her eyes, 

All preliminariesand costumes had been 
arranged, and the nightof the tableaux 
bad arrived. Mrs. Stapleton’s idea had | 
assumed vast proportions, and half the 
county had been invited to see the Lush- 
ingtons and their frierds in picturesque | 
attire softened by limelight, and remain 
afterwards to dance and sup. | 

Much conjecture was rife concerning | 
pretty Miss Trevor’s role in the perforim- 
ance; that young lady having elected to 
keep her costume a profound secret, and 
rehearse in private, with Laura Stapleton 
as her sole audience. Dinner was an hour 
earlier that night, and considerably bhur- 
ried over, to admitof prolonged ado:n- 
ment on the part of both men and women, 
many of the former, though professing to 
ridicule the whole afair, ceing secretly 
elated at the idea of appearing in colored 
velvets and siiken hose. 

It was just nine, when Captain Dalston 
emerged from bis room, looking an id6al 
cavalier of the timeof Charles I., in his 
piumed bat and flowing curls. 

As he closed the door behind him he 
heard the rustling of silken skirts ap- 
proaching from the other end of the corri 
dor, and thinking it was oneof the act 
resses, waited until she should pass by. 
Was be dreaming ? 

There, coming towards hiui, was the 
identical figure he had! seen the night of 
his arrival. The pink and bine shimmer- 





ling brocade, the tiny bigh-heeled shoes, 


the powdered caris, the celicately péen- 
ciled eyebrows, and the dreamy eyes. 

He beld his breath and waited, his heart 
beating like a siedge-hbammer, as it had 
pever done underthe fireof the enemy. 


| “By Jove, she shali not escape me this 


time,’’ he muttered. 

Quick as thought the moment she disap- | 
peared a8 before 16 darted off in pursuit, 
and caught her by one ofthe floating rib 
bons of her dress, as she wasin the actof | 
vanisbing through asiiding panel, whose 
existence be now perceived for the frst 
time, 

“For Heaven's sake becareful,”’ said the 
ghost, in very earthly saccents; “you wiil 
tear my frock.” 

“Mias Trevor! You ?” he exciaimed as 
Hose’s laugbiog @yes glanced rogulshly 
up at him. 

“Qf cours? itial. How stapid you have 


been not to gness it sooner 

‘“] must have been nad he saadmitted 
candidly “The likeness was what stag 
gered me the fret mou “aw y t 
even that wht 

tal 
s . 

and after she ad g 


sugges ed tha rs ale 


ghost of the west corridor in the tableaux, 
to see what effect it would haveon you.” 

‘Shaill tell yon what effect it bas had ?” 
he asked ina low voice, gazing intently at 
the lovely vision of flesh and biood before 
bim. 

“No, no!’ she said hastily, preparing 
for flight, warned by the look in his eyes. 
“Wait till you see me in the limelight!’ 

“IT will not wait,” he replied with de 
termination, putting his back againat the 
door, ‘and you shall hear me now. Kose, 
my darling, | swear to you that until | 
saw the Watteau ghost on Christmas Eve, 
I had never given a thought or a sigh to 
any woman, ard my one regret then was 
that she, as | imagined, was only a spirit. 
Now I! have found the original, and I 
mean her to be my wife. Kose, what do 
you say?” 

“What extraordinary times and places 
you do choose for your remarks,” she 
said, the color coming and going on her 
downcast face. ‘I shall be awfully late, 
so let me go,”’ 

“Not till you answer me, if we wait 
here till midnight. Yes or no, Rose?’ 

‘Well, yes, I suppose, if you will bave 
itso; but I shall lead you a fearful life.”’ 
And as be moved from the door to clasp 
her in his arms she evaded him by a skil- 
ful movement and ran swiftly down the 
stairs. 

Perhaps the greatest success of the 


| tableaux that evening was Kose Trevor as 


the “Ghost of Lushington Court,”” with 
the light of a new happiness shining in 
her expressive eyes, 

The health of Kalph and his fair fiancee 


|; was drunk in foaming champagne after 


the guests from a distance had departed; 


| and in his newly-found complacency Cap 


tain Dalston told the story of bis recent 
occult experiences to an amused and ap- 
preciative audience, Mra. Stapleton enjoy 
ing the satisfaction, s0 dear to the female 
heart, of seeing her prophecy of Christ- 
mas Eve fulfilled 
” * * * * 7 

Kose Dalsiton’s eunny hair is beginning 
to be thickly powdered with silver, but 
the laughing 6yos are as bright a8 ever, as 
ashe tells her children how she “frightened 
father a long time ago!’ And, across the 
‘walnuts and the wine,” the gray-haired 
Colouel still regales his special chums 
with the tale of how be won bis ‘“#bostly 


| Wife.”’ 


Tuk Tor Havr.—The top hat, like most 
other things, was not evolved in a sudden 
moment of inspiration. It is the product 
of many centuries’ follies and fashions, 
and unless we are much mistaken, will 
for some time outlive the vituperation of 
those who wear them. 

Even #o far back as the twelfth century, 
the beaver was worn by the “nobles of the 
lande mett at Clarendon,” 

Feit bats were known long before that, 
forto St. Clement we are indebted for 
their discovery, a debt which Is annually 
recognizsd in festivals still heid in his 
honor on November 23, 

The “topper” is probably traceable not 
to bis agency, but to the subsequent deal- 


| ings with the beavers of the time of the 


Charlesea. 


The Puritans of the reign of Charies 1, | 


adopted lofty steeple crowns, typical per 
haps of their soaring aspirations, With 


| these crowns they combined brits of por- 


tentous widths, which their best friends 
could scarcely now contend were typical 
in thelr breadth of view. 

The cavaliers, on the other hand, by re- 
jecting the steeple crown, symbolized their 
leas jofty principles, and by their yet 
broader brimns adorned with feathers ty pi- 
tied more wide and worldly sympatsies. 


So matters ran on until the next step in | 


their revolution was taken in the reign of 
Charies Il. Brims grew broader and 
broader, until the slightest breath of wind 
disorganized the wearer's headgear alto- 
wether. 

A happy idea then struck #som6 hater, 
for be eiaborated the devices of looping. 
This sinple expedient gave a grand of 
portunity tor tue artistic minded traders 
of the period, aud there consequently en 
sued all sorts of “cocks.”’ 

Tne old-fashioned, low crowned beaver, 
with a broad brim looped up equaily on 
thres #ides, became the cocked hat which 
prevailed until comparatively reeceent 


Lim 68, 
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WATCH THK ENkzMY.—There ia in the 
201m of every human belng, Whatever 
Hie sur ndings may 6, ar instinctive 
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Scientific and Useful. 


Porson.—The dangerous character of 
aconite, or monkshood leaves, in well 
known to most grown persons, but children 
need instruction to avoid those large palm- 
shaped leaves which are dark green on the 
upper surface. This most deadly of vege- 
table poison causes great depression, often 
blindness, tingling all over the beady, 
parching and burning of the throat and 
stomach, and finally death ensues. 

GrtTTinag Ark —An ingevious apparatas 
to procure air from very high altitudes 
has been devised by MM. (ieorges Resan- 
con and (iustave Hermitte, the meteor- 
ologiste,. A vacuum is made in a recep- 
tacle holding about six litres and the tap 
is attached to clockwork that will open at 
the end ofan bour, leave it open for a 
minute and then close i. This is sent up 
in a balloon, togetber with other seif- 
registering instruments, to heights at 
which human beings cannot live. 

In THK THROAT.—The difficulty of re 
moving fish bones and similar obstruc- 
tions, impacted at the lower end of the 
«ssopbagus, is well known, and various 
mechanical measures and appliances Dave 
been invented to deal with the difficulty. 
One of the moat simple, effectual remeaios 
in the case of impaction of such foreign 
bodies is to administer a pint of milk, and 
forty minutos afterward an emetic of sul- 
phate of zinc, The fluid easily passes the 
obstruction, and is, of course, rapidly 
coagulated in the stomach into a more or 
jess solid masa, which, on being ejected 
forces the obstruction before it, and #o 
| oflects ita removal, 

SHoK-BLACKING Wirnoutr Acip —Lat 
from three to four pounds of lampbleck 
and balf «a pound of bone-biack be well 
mixed with tive pounds of glycerine and 
treacle. Meanwhile two and a half ounces 
of gutta percha should be cautiously fased 
in a copper or iron saucepan, and ten 
ounces of olive oll added, with continual 
stirring, and afterwards one ounce of 
stearine. Add the warm mass to the 
former mixture, and then «@ solution of 
five ounces of gum senegal in one and a 
half pound of water, and one drachm 
each of oll of rosemary and lavender. 
For use, the blacking may be diluted with 
three to four parts of water. This black- 
ing keeps the leather soft, and renders it 
more durable. 

-_———S- 


Farm and arden. 


STRAW.—Bright and clean straw is very 
useful on the farm and should not be 
wasted simply because itis cheap. Cattle 
will sometiines eat it as a relish, even 
when they can get better food, and it ts 
never too plentiful if straw is used more 
than once as bedding. Straw will great.y 
assiatin keeping the stables clean, and 
is really valuable considering ‘the uses to 
which it can bs applied. 

Tuk Horse. —The quality of farm help 
| is more nearly tested by ite ability to man- 
| age a team without abusing it than by any 
otber one thing. The horee is «a sensitive, 
nervous animal, and if abused, aa it often 
ia, it soon becomes restiows and fnaily 
| obstinate and vicious, A great many 

horses are ruined by the poor quaiity of 
| farm help, which is now s0 commen, Tf 
| better help cannot be procured it may be 





| necessary todo as ia done by Southern 
farmers—breed mules, which will resent 

ill treatment so promptly that they will be 
| less likely to be abused than ia the 
horse, 

Berrs.—No other kind of root ia se 
greedily eaten by pigs as the beet, It may 
not have so much nutrition as the potato, 
but what it bas is sweet, and therefore ia 
palatable. Even the fattening bogs will 
eat some beets every day, and shouid have 
them. Hut their best use is as green feed 
for sows that are giving milk. it will .n- 
crease the quantity greatiy, but it will 
need some grain feed with it to keep the 
sow thus fed from losing Meeh too rapidly 
It is expected, of course, that (he sow wii 
Krow poor while suckling her young, t 
if this goes too far her value as a breeder: 


is lessened, and thé next lilter of pigs w 
be deficient in 6ither number or in Vig 
and #izeé 
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Apparently he feela neither the one nor 
other, Yet, if you could but break 


* 


‘through his reserve, you would doubt- 





is a matter of the commonest ex- | 


perience that men differ from one an- | 


in their 
(ne man 


other in nothing more than 
capacity for being familiar. 
is notoriously casy “‘to wet on with,” 
while another is equally hard to ap- 
proach. One is expansive, communica- 
tive, and a free talker, while another ts 
reserved, and closely muffled, as it were, 
in his own cloak. One wall be conl)- 
dential on the strength of ten minutes’ 
acquaintance; another is so reticent by 
nature that he would not open his heart 
to the companion who shared his seli- 
tude, 

It may not be an exact definition, but 
it approximately hits the mark, if we 


say that familiarity implies the disens- 


sion of one’s personal aflairs with an- | 


old root-meaning still ex- 
in the word if we search 
enough; and a familiar friend is one who 
has become one of the family—not the 
family of blood-relationship, but that of 
the inner circle of acquaintance. Hence 
familiarity and friendship approach very 
near together in signification, and the 
almost redundant phrase, ‘“‘tam:har 
friend,’’ may be regarded as » sort of 
superlative degree of ‘‘acquaintance.”’ 

Of two evils, the over-lamiliar, op- 
preasively-friendly man we should 
ray, less appalling than the absolutely 
unapproachable man. The latter is a 
rarer type than the ftormer; but do we 
not all know him? He sUSp- 
cious of all mankind, and shelters him 
self behind the most rigid rules of eti 
quette. He will never receive the slight 
est advance which bas not its foundation 
in a formal introduction; and even with 
this starting-point he is icily polite to 
those who seck his acquaintance. You 
can never get him to listen with any 
show of interest to your affairs, nor to 


other. The 


ists deep 


18, 


seems 


impart more than the most common- 
place information with regard to his 
own. 


At first sight it would seem as though 
he were specially antagonistic to your- 
self, and you begin to wonder why it is 
he so steadfastly sets his tace against 
any approach to tricndliness on your 
part. Buta little deeper knowledge of 
the man will show you that he is but 
exhibiting his habitual manner. You 
may see, if you follow up your clue, 
that he is incapable of what the world 


understands by friendliness. Even in 





his family circle he is unable to break | 


through his reserve. He treats his wife 
with the most perfect deference, and his 
children with cold but watchful affec- 
tion. In his own way he is deeply in- 
terested in and fond of them. But they 
are not admitted to his contidence, 
cause it is impossible to him to conti 
any one; cannot show them h 
heart, because it is locked away 


he- 
ie 
in he s 
n a re- 


‘ ae 


which he has no power to 


eq uan mMmitV. no;r v« “ 


would Ori 


«ss Gnd that he experiences the emo- 
toms Known to ordinary mortals, though 
he keeps them buried deep below the 
surface. What is the cause of this man’s 
eXtraordimary variance from the op 
posite type 

If egotiem is at the bottom of the ten- 
dency of the one to over-familiarity and 
the intrusion of his personality where it 
is not desired, is it notequally likely that 
the same failing is responsible for the 
eXtraordinary taciturnity of the other’ 
It certainly is not modesty or shyness 
which is responsible for the cloak of re- 
servation. Nor is it a well-meaning 
desire te avoid forcing his affairs upon 
these whe do not ask his confidences, 
for he 
do. All we can say is that it is his hu- 
mor, the pathology of the case needs 
closer invesliigation than we are able to 
bestow upon it 

Leaving however these extreme types 
we see daily the marked 
nm the capacity of men to be 
join easily in a new circle, 
new friends. The capacity 

iar is more observable in 
women, because men are 
more nomadic, moving con- 
fresh scenes, 
their tents here and there in the world, 
and f 
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difference 


one 
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for being fam 
men than 
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in 
«> much 
Stanly among 
And have you not fre- 
quent.y noticed how one man will adapt 
himself at to his new surround- 
ima, while another will be as uneasy as 
an animal that has changed its home ” 
Those who live in provincial towns and 
im the country, where social circles are 
more clearly defined, have opportunities 
of more than those who 
live the interwoven life of a big city. 
There are men whose occupation 
takes them to a new town who in a 
week will be almost as much at home 
as if they had lived there all their lives. 
They tod their level at once, and make 
the most of it. No sooner have they 
tollowed up their first introduction, or 
met the frst likely comrade that chance 
throws in their way, than they take up 


once 


melicing this 


the peerten of an old and familiar 
frend. They start at once comparing 
metes with their new found acquaint- 


ance, relate such of their own history 
a+ May seem to be necessary in the way 
“ 
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eur new neighbors, 
Have we notall experienced this fact 


im meeting tor the first time a mau who 


s equally reticent with those who | 








critical faculty into play in forming our 
friendships It is necessary to discrim- 
inate between friendliness and friend- 
ship. 

The man is a boor who cannot show 
friendliness to all and sundry who cross 
his path; but familiarity is a different 
matter. To give ita very rough defini- 
tion, it involves an interchange of 
purely personal conversation, of an 
opening of the soul to a confidant; and 
the degrees of fiiendship may be reck- 
oned in proportion to the amount of 
confidence they evoke. Your real friend 
is the ope to whom you tell everything, 
or almost everything, that you tell 
yourself. 

This is where the over-familiar per- 
sons to whom we have referred seem to 
goastray. They proclaim their affairs 
on the house-tops, as it were. They 
seem to have no special friends, but to 
place all acquaintances on an equality. 
Is it possible to avoid feeling a little 
suspicious of the man who, being intro- 
duced to you by the merest chance, 
straightaway asks you to dinner, and 
proceeds to confide to you things which 
you feel should not be for your ears— 
domestic troubles, love-affairs, pecuni- 
ary matters, or what not? Pride is a 
quality which has an undeservedly bad 


| hAame; in many cases it is an inestimable 


pitching 


characteristic, and it certainly plays a 


| hot unworthy part in the choice of 


ever widening the circle of their | 





friends. 

At the least friendship should be a 
barygain—not a formally-arranged com- 
pact, but an understanding.” And one’s 
proper personal pride should resent the 
loo familiar advances of a comparative 
stranyer, as it shou d avoid too familiar 
advances on oue’s own part. To study 
how to be at ease in all classes of so- 
ciety and in any circle is useful and im- 
portant, but it is no less important to 
learn how to maintain a proper reserve, 
and to keep hasty familiarity within due 
bounds. Otherwise we are liable, in 
honoring another man’s personality, to 
despise our own. 


— 





Ir is the road we are traveling, the 
every-day tread of our iives, which de- 
cides our moral and spiritual quality. 


| The ends which we propose to ourselves 


are but points in our lives, while lite it- 
self is made up of the means we take to 
further them. All neglect of these 


| means, ali indiffereace to them, all un- 


eredenlials, and then set diligently 
all about the life and per- | 


due haste to get through them, or to 
brush them aside as tiresome or unim- 
portant, must therefore be fatal to the 


| vaiue of life and the growth of charac- 


was destined to play some part in our 


secial lite ¥ Have we not been charmed 
by the way in which he seemed to grasp 
the points of the situation, 
amd to pock up the chit-chat of our own 
* Aimost instantly he is in touch 


set: 
own personalities and our 


esSeuliais 


with all ou: 


jocai interesia, and has shown the cap 
acity he has for being familiar. ILno- 
turtively he seems to understand human 


nat 


ire, and to be able to adapt himself 


to whatever is presented to him, to be | 


cordial with whomsoever Fate throws 
in his way. 

Putting aside however the contribut- 
ing causes of familiarity and the lack of 
it, ts advantages and disadvantages are 
worth a uttie consideration. lo we, on 
the wh 
these who are difficult lo approach, and 
is fam_uarnty a quality to be cultivated 
orm? At the first rough glance we 
should perbaps be inclined to piump for 
familiarity; but there is a good deal to 
be said in favor of reserve. 

(f course if is to be taken for granted 
that we expect and desire familiarity 
among friends—indeed, as we have pre- 
vious said, the are almost 

But it that friend- 
uld be easily made? Has not 


terms 
well 


. 
t 


¥ 
. 
MieNRUca.. is 


= s? 


s a slight feeling of dis- 

a Makes 

Z rn Cw 

‘ . al al vs nis 
aa . A case of ne and 
x y go? Should we not bring the 


ter. 

A LOVING word is always asafe worc. 
It may or it may not bea helpful word 
to the one who hears it; but it is sure to 
be a pleasant memory to the one who 
speaks it. Many a word spoken by us 
is regretted aflerwarda; but no word of 
aflectionate appreciation to which we 
have given utterance finds a place 
among our sadly-remembered expres- 
sions. 





TueRE are few characteristics more 
valuable than that which gives a repu- 


| tation for absolute truthfulness. One 


‘e, prefer the easily familiar, or | 


ae co 


may decline to express any views on a 
given subject and not be open to criti- 
cism; but whatever is said should be 
unimpeachable and as frankly uttered 
as possible. 


SELF is the point from which all our 
power must be drawn, but its effects are 
far beyond our sight or ken, reacning to 
family and friends, to all those who 
profit by our abilities and labors, to 
those whom we influence consciously 
or unconsciously, both near and far 


away. 

Hk whose business it is to till the 
grvund or to cleanse a building may 
cherish exactly the same aim as the | 
statesman or the philanthropist—that 

I we wi be happy, we should 
open our ears when among the good and 


shut them when among the bad. 


— 


CONFIDENTIAL CORRESPONDENIy, 


M. M.—There are several lists that have 
been gotten up by eminent men under the 
title of “The Hund:ied Best Book«” This tise 
any publishing house will send. Yoo wiehs 
address, for the purpose, the “F_ 4 
Publishing Company, New York City,” o 
“Porter & Contes, Philadelphia, Pa.” 


LN C.—Meerschaum (German tor as 
foam, 80 called from it. lightness ang whittes 
appearance) ts « hydrous silicate of magnests 
It is of a soft, earthy texture, some what re 
sembling chalk and ts found tn vartoes parts 
of southern Europe, in vetus of serpentine, 
and 1m tertiary deposits. It ts eastly Cut, and 
when first removed from the bed ts os 
cheese-like consistency. It is also foaed h 
Asia Mivor, itn alluvium, apparently the re 
sult of the decomposition of carbonate of 
magnesia belonging to neigh boring serpeatine 
rocks. For exportation tt ts roughly shaped 
into blocks or in rude forms of piyea The 
artificial meerschaum, of which the . 
pipes are manufactured, is made of the chips 
or parings of the natural mineral, whicd are 
reduced to fine powder, boiled tm Water, 
moulded and dried, sometimes ptpeciay being 
added to the mixture, 


KgeLLY —Your first two questions are 
very simple, and your last ts Indefinite Tne 
earth is surrounded by an ocean of air, which 
is dense near the earth's surface, and rare o¢ 
thin at a distance from the surface. At tes 
miles high the air would not contain encagt 
oxygen to keep you alive if you were thes is 
a balloon. It is the oxygen in the atmosphere 
that causes burning bodies to giow. Ik wonly 
when meteoric stones get inte the denser air 
that fs well provided with oxygen that they 
giow and can be seen. They are callet 
“stones” because, when they fall oc the earth 
—us they often do—they look like stones You 
ask what power causes the plances tw eo 
thrceugh their regular rotations. Any primer 
on astronomy sets forth the materal lews 
which account for the regular motios of the 
heavenly bodies. Those laws tell you what t: 
but, if you keep asking why, you some ge 
back to unfathomable first causes. 


BERT. — Your trouble-—bashfuiness —jos 
not excite nearly so much sympathy as & ée 
serves. Some children and young people 
suffer positive torture when they Ged them- 
selves in a position in which they attract ae 
tice. It is not sufficient to say, a8 reqgh, = 
thinking people do, that it ts silly to be wif 
conscious, for the bashful gir! or youts t coe- 
vinoed, without being told, that shyeess ap 
pears silly; and that conviction ts omeof! te 
chief causes of pain and self reproach. The 
only cure is to mix freely with cempany aad 
firmly to determine to master the weakness 
We have known instances tn whica extreme 
bashbfulness has been overcome by resaiution, 
and the process has had a rich valee in moslé 
ing character and bracing the wtll It t& poe 
sible for «a girl, all shrinking and Washes, te 
school herself until she becomes a seif-poe 
sessed woman, made perhaps « |ttthe too calm 
and cold by the practice of represston. The 
remedy is in your own hands; only sek = 
ciety rather than shun tt. 


1 C. H.—Moths deposit their eggsia the 
early spring. Uhat, therefore, is the time t 
put away furs or woollens for the samme. 
it is not the moth, but the maggot of the meth 
that does the mischief with furs. Toefect 
ually preserve them from the ravaces « f these 
insects, thoroughly beat the furs wits & tata 
rattan, and air them for severa: Sour: then 
carefully comb them with a clean comb, ¥T&p 
them up in newspapers, perfectly tight, and 
put them away in a thoroughly tint chest 
lined with tin, or cedar wood. Take them ost 
and examine them fn the sun, at least owor ® 
month, thoroughly beating them. Cam pbeor, 
which is so much used to preserve fars, etl 
keep away the moths, bat it tapers the 
beauty of the furs by turning them ight 
The printing tnk on the newspeper= we tnage 
effectual as the camphor, tt betng very oF 
tasteful tothe moth. Leathers be pre 
served in the aame way. For woollen, 
clothing generally, camphor may ase 
without injury to the fabric, bat tor uae 
suggested tor furs—putting ee z eee 
papers—is better because Of the -sr os, 42 ses 
many disagreeable odor with #5'c5 cam phat 
impregnates them. 


O. 8 —You ask if we think tbat tae 't 
terests of capital and labor ca! ever be antto 
factorily adjusted. Ever isa very o™ pertot, J 
and a great deal can be done in it. The = 
dency of human affairs, taken ts f5e2F roe 
sweep, is in the direction of ftret adj = 


may 


-s in newe 


ments between conflicting ttereet* Tae 
movement ts slow and difficult: © 8% yore 
less, it is constantly geing on To* gene a 
diffusion of education among erent 
the people is beginning to te pone 
favor of the movement. As people 5% 
more intelligent, they Decome aon 
able, and are more and more 20** 

: ort cosT™, 


their minds than by their passtor> — 





there is still too much unt empeaee 
among men, Probably there ts sof ere P| = 
in all the world who ts always @ naman 
reason and never gives way % ‘ , co ake 
per. And when people get excite ‘. rig 
tions for what they believe to ™ . P stil * 
it is to be expected that a greet 7 jot 
done on all sides which *! we so 
cious grieve. Still, the « : oot 
« s tl etter stil 
oO pit | bed - 
ra and t . 

| thas the bed rock of ® 


be reached wi 


parties may safely rest 


i 
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MY GIFT. 





BY J.cG L 
If there should fall you, tn some futare day, 
A love you thought was very strong and 
true, 
If suddenly there should be swept away 
A bappiness you thought had come to you. 


Ifcrushed the best of all your Faith should 
ite 
Because a heart you trosted as your own 
Had failed you suddenly. If bope should die 
iecause you have to face the pain alone. 


If suffering undeserved come near your life, 
Mitsunderstandings, bitterness of pain; 

if sin should ever make you yteld the strife, 
Aud others turn aside in slow disdain. 


Kemember—there is here one faithful heart 
W hose love wiil stand by you, through good 
or tl, 
Thougb years to Come may set us far apart 
This steadfast love will stand beside you 
still. 


Kemember—I have given you of my best, 
This love I humbly lay before your fect 
Longs Just to serve and help you; for the rest, 
l only ask you not to sparn it—saweet. 
a 


Ever and Ever. 








BY RITA 


YARLY aad late, ali through the snowy 

ky January day, Rita Gray had toiled, 

working harder than many a little 
general servant. ™ 

Her clever fingers, wiliing feet, and 
active brain had been kept on the alert, 
till throbbing nerves and aching muscles 
almost refused to dothbelr owner's bid- 
ding. 

The Vinings did not mean to ve unkind. 
It had been ‘‘Where’s Rita?” “Kita car 
alter that skirt in a minute!" ‘Teli Rita 
tocome and speak to mother—ebe can't 
remember ifthe Frasers were invited to 
the ‘At home’ or tothe dance!’ “I want 
Rita to see about the piano being moved !” 

‘Come, child —how slow you are! There 
is all that china waiting to be dusted !’’— 
and so on, ad infinitum, upstairs and 
downstairs, till the very walis seemed to 
echo with Rita’s pame. 

Whatever there wasto do—and, to ail 
appearances, Strathmore House was being 
turned (‘apside down”—Rita was always 
in request, always being scolded if any- 
thing went wrong, but seldom recsiving a 
word of thanks or praise when ber efforts 
were crowned with success. 

Maude Vining, the eldest daughter of 
the house, in whose bonor al! this stir was 
being made, was far too mtuca taken up 
with the thought of herself asa bride on 
the following Cay to worry over less im- 
portant details, 

Ever since Kita had come,an orphan 
child, into the big turbulent household 
ten years before, Maude had regarded her 
in the light of her own special ‘‘fag,’’ and 
the other members of the family were not 
siow to follow her example 

Mra. Vining salved her conscience with 
the reflection that but for her Rita would 
have been absolutely homeless and, as far 
as any one can tell, friendiess. She wasa 
frall-looking little creature, witha slight 
undeveloped figure and wietful dark-biue 
eyes—eyes that had a trick of baunting 


and heavy lids. 





alouder tone. “It’s only Maggie. Let 
her wait; you’re not her slave !”” 

“Oh, but | must go!’ Rita anewered, 
springing up with nervous haste. “Her 


aress wants altering for to-morrow night | 


Don’t let the Sphinx touch Mary’s hat, 
there’s a good boy, whilst | am gone !”" 





Rita’s heart beat very fac: when the sig- 
mal was given to her to begin, ang she 
touched the keys with cold trembling fin- 
gere. 

The frst throbbing note however gave 
{ her confidence; she began with a few sim- 
‘ ple chords, that glided into a soit little 


“Well, lL call ita beastly shame!” mut-, melody, setting off some of the guests into 
tered the boy, a: the door closed behind | a subdued murmur of talk, whilst every- 


Rita’s flying figure, and then applied bim- 


' body wandered how the deliverence had 


self philosophically to the adventures of‘ come. It was quite easy afterthat Rita 


Masterman Ready. 

It was womanish to bother over what 
could not be helped; but be expertenced a 
fresh outburst of wrath when the wedding 
party left the house before him on the fol- 
lowing afternoon, witn Rita shut up in 
the drawingroom arranging a big box of 
flowers that had only just arrived. 

“I suppose it’s no good my staying to 
help you?’ he remarked, palling on a 
pair of kid gloves, an abomination to him. 
“Hang it—there goes a button! You 
couldn’t sew it on—could you ?” he added 
inconaistently. 

Of onurse Rita could! Thimble, needle, 
and thread were produced from her 
pocket; and Charlie waited, gesping with 
im patience, and then hurried away. 

Rita turned rather forlornly to her un- 
finished task. She had dres-ed the bride 
and pinned the veil and fastened the 
orange blossoms securely, and had as 
sisted at the bridesmaide’ toilettes as weil, 
and she had hoped to beable to view the 


general offeet atthe chureh, which was | 


only a few yards away. 
She did not aspire to the rank of brides- 
maid, or foel entitled to sit amongst the 


guests; all she had wished for was to creep | 


in at the last moment amongst the general 


public, where ber shabby brown frock | 


would pass unnoticed, and she could 
watch the wedding procession from a dark 
corner, and, above all, hear the glad 
strains of the ‘‘Wedding March.” 

For the only thing that seemed to be- 
long to her owu personality, apart from 
her daily life, was an intense, a never-sat- 
isfied, an ever-present love for music—a 
love tha: almost amounted to a persion. 
However, things were against her that 
day, and she setto work bravely at the 
yellow daffodils and white narcissus, 
humming a gay littietune meanwhile to 
keep up her splrits. 


She had not been long left alone, when | 
her quick ears caught the sound of wheeis | 


on the gravel outside; there was a slight 
commotion at the door, then Charlie 
dashed into the room, 

‘“Here’s a go!’ he exclaimed. ‘The 
organist has never turned ap—wires to 


say he has influenza; another man can’t | 


be found for loveor money! Maude’s 
nearly in tears; and Whyte’s in an awful 
stew! I promised to fetch you just to give 
them the ‘Wedding March’ as they come 
come down the aisie. Be quick—hurry 
up! There’s no time to lose!’ 

“Oh, Charley, how could you?" gasped 
Rita. “You know I can’t play well 
enough; and before these people! You 
don’t mean it seriously? Did Aunt Maria 
really send you?”’ 

“Of course she did, and wasonly too 
thanktultodoso! Dont bea flat, Rita, 
orshow the white feather! Fetch your 


| hat, for goodness’ sake; they're tying 
| them up now!’ 
people’s memories with their blaek lashes | 


But fer theseeyes anda profusion of | 


bronze curly bair, she would have passed 
in a crowd as almost wholly insignificavt, 
and did, in fact, so pass amongst the good- 
looking boysand girls whe ruled Sirath- 
more House with a high hand and a loud. 
pitched voice. 

The father of this noisy young crew 
couid scarcely be suspected of being really 


| the side aisle of thechurch and into the, 


Infected with his earnestness, «he did 
the boy’s bidding, and, almoet before she 
knew it, had relinquished the fowers toa 
housemaid, hurriedly put on a Bat and 
jacket, thrust her gloveless hand« into a 
muff, and found herself being burried ap 


organ. ioft, 


Fortunately a protracted bomily was be- 


ing given by the Vicar, anc she nad time 


master in his own home. He certainly | 
paid the rent and taxes; but he rarely in- | 
terfered with his family so long as where | 
were a good dinner and a quiet corner iefi | 


for him by the fire when he returned from 
his day's work in the city. 
“I say, Rita, you look jolly well played 


room sofa, bis legs in an elevated position 
some degrees higher than his head, 
munching an appleand stroking a smal! 
terrier that had crept close to bim. 
Although still at school, he had plenty of 
discernment, also a natural inciination to 
espouse the cause of the weak. 

“Oh, I’m onlya little tired !"’ Rita re 
pied cheerfully, intent on retrimmin, a 
nat that bad been pronounced 


ID WwW eara 
ite owner. “Of course a weddiog means 
of extra work 
100 't see the sense of sucha bother 
il KnOcKs up other peopie,”’ observed 
Charlie, “Ha.lo, Rita—they’re wanting 


you again! Shut up there!” he ac ded, in 


to pull out stops, examine pédais, and 
hunt through a portfolio of music that 
had been ieft conveniently open. 

Sbe bad never played in public before, 
though her one pleasure bad been to steal 
into the church on Saturday afternoons 


‘whenever Charlie was accommodating 
| enough to act the part of “blower.” He 
out!’ Charlie Vining remarked iate that | 
evening, as be loiled back on the school | 


belonged to the choir, and bad coaxed the 
organist into granting HKitathia greatiy- 
prized privilege. 

The girl bent down trom her high perch 
and looked admiringly at the bride and 
bridegroom at the altar-rails, the group of 
bridesinsids radiantliy happy with tneir 
preseptatior- bangles and bougaets of yel- 
low roses and brown leaves, the “best 
man’’ gazing rather abeently, with folded 


arios®, at the arched roof and giided fres 
nes 

A eaning ver the Organ gaiiery 

is nee - ip-turne face lar «& 

and strong, with aqulline pr hieand dee, 

set eyes The church was tairly fail of 


gaily-attired guests and an interested 
crowd in the background. 


forgot all her nervous forebodings, and 
played on, as if indeed the spirit of musie 
bed entered her soul, changing from 
graveto gay, from the subtie melody of 
the balf improvised nocturne to the jubi- 
lant strains of the “Wedding March.” 

“You’rea brick, Rita, and can shut up 
now !"’ Charlie exclaimed, as the church 
gradually emptied, and only the casual 
crowd remained aboutthe doora “We 
bad better get out of this; everybody's 
gone nome!" 

Rita’s eyes sboneand glowed from ex- 
citement; in spite of the shabby frock and 
faded straw bai, an indescribabie attract- 
iveness lingered on her face, lighting up 
her ama!l! features and delicate o>loring. 

Charlie thought ehe was going to cry, 

for her lips quivered. With a boy's in- 
| mate horror of “scenes,”’ he dragged her 
away with such force that they both 
nearly came into collision witb a tall dark 
man, who was waiting patiently within 
| the shadow of the church door, 
“Ob, it’s you, Mr. Kaiiton, is it?’ 
| Chariie exclaimed. ‘‘] thought you hed 
all gone offhome. Kita, this is Mr. Rail- 
ton, the ‘best man,’ you know.”’ 

Roger Railton smiled at this rough and- 
ready introduction. 

“I couid not leave the church for two or 
| three good reasons,’’ he anawered, regard- 

ing Rita with interest. “Il wanted to thank 
| —Mise Rita, is it ?—for helping us out of 
/our difficulty, and also to convey to her 
(the heartfelt thanks of the bride and 
bridegroom. I walte!, too, to see if I 
could be of any service to ber on the way 
home. OO! course | did not know that she 
was already provided with an escort’’ 

“Oh, yos—Hita’s all right when she is 

| with me!" Chariie said, pitying bis cous- 
in’s frightened shyness. “Don’t you 
| bother about ber, she will bave a heap of 
| things to iook afver directly !"” 

Roger began to think that there was 
something wrong, that things were not 
quite assmooth as they appeared at the 

Vining estabiishment. 

“A carriage is waiting to take you 
home,”’ be remarked, in rathera puzsied 
way. 

“Thank you; please don’t troubie,”’ 
murmured Kita mechanically. She was 
longing to get away and hide herself, and 
did not atall enjoy the scrutiny of the 
calm keen eyes fixed upon her, 








The altercation was ended by their ali | 


getting into the carriage. Koger looked 
com passionately at Rita. She was hardiy 
old enough to have ieft school, be con- 
cluded, as they exchanged commonplace 
remarks about the weather and such-iike 
topica. 

Fortunately the drive lasted only a few 
moments; and KHallton was guzzied by 
Kita’s sudden flight and disappearance 
into some unknown region of tne house, 

‘inderellia revived!’’ he muttered to 
himeelt; tnen, catching Chariie’s ques 
tioning eyes, he added, “isn’t your jittie 
cousin coming into the drawingroom ? 
Perhans, though, she isshy, and doesn't 
care about society.”’ 

Chariie chuck ied at (his suggestion. 

“Sbne bas other fish to fry !’’ he remark- 
ed ineiegantly. “The mater would be 
dreadfully putout ifsne left her work 
lixe that! Kite’s # regular brick, you 
know, in Ler way !'’—with which deiight- 
fully vague remark be leit Koger, who 
was as much in the dark 4&4 ever. 

* oe * os * eo 

An interval of peace nad come lo the 
noisy houseboid. The bride and bride 
groom had departed in the usual shower 
of rice and satin slippers, and (he guesia 
were now dispersed, with the exception of 
a favored few staying in the house. 

Some hours roust elapse before the next 
excitement would begin—a dance, io be 
held ata hall hired for the purpose, The 
strained nerves of tne hostess and her 
dacgbters might therefore relax. 

Hita received asummons to her sunt’s 
bedroom, aod found her reclining on the 
sofa, comfortably arrayed in @ lerra-cotta 


colored tea gown. 


hear you piayed remarkably we 
iay Mre. V ing said gra 
| j ertainiy filed @ ery awkva 
biank,. and | fee ’ lite I i 6a se) y 1 eb 
have turned your music to such good ac 


count Asa reward I sbould like you to 


| go to the dance to nigbt.”’ 


9 


Rita's cheeks flushed with pleasure —it 
was such a new experience to bear a word 
of praise. 

“Thank you, Aunt Maria; you are too 
kind! Batl don’t think I bave a dress 
Gt to wear.”’ 

“There is that black net of Maude’s; you 
can manage to make it do, lexpect. You 
wil! Gnd itin the cupboard in her room. 
Run away now and set to work, for I feei 
quite worn out with aii this excitement, 
and must rest a littie.” 

Mre. Vining closed her eyes an she 
spoke, and Rita withdrew noiseleasiy. It 
never once cocurred to her to seek the rest 
she herself needed sn badly. She stretched 
her aching limba, planged her face into 
cold water, and then bunted upthe dis 
carded ball dress, which had «a great tear 
across the front breadth and was “a world 
too large” in the waist. 

The sewing machineand a hot iron how- 
ever did worders, and set her free to assist 
ather cousins’ elaborate toilettes by the 
time they were rendy for her services. 

“Why, Rita, you area regular howler!’ 
Charlie exciaimed excitedly, as she came 
downstairs to wait for the return of the 
carriage that bad already made two jour- 
ney to the hail. 

“Whata shame you haven't any flow- 
ore! Here—waita minute!’ He dashed 
into the drawingroom, and came back 
with his bands full of jonquiis. “Pin these 
in—-just so, by your throat— there's plenty 
oftime! I've never seen you in this rig 
before! Whata jolly neck and arms you 
have! May has half emptied the powder 
box over hers; but you don't seem to want 
that +ort of thing. I don’t mind being ieft 
till the last. Do you?’ 

No— Rita minded nothing. She was go- 
ing to the dance for the sake of the music, 
of looking on, of being “in the awim” with 


| ber little world, and she felt quite elated 


with exzcitementand pieasure. The fatigue 
of the last twenty four bours enthely dis- 
appeared. 

“only want to hear the band,”’ she ex- 
plained confidentially to Charlie, who was 
accustomed to ber way of viewing things, 
and never expressed the least surprise at 
any of her statements. “Of course | don’t 
expecttodance. You must find me a 


| quiet corner somewhere out of the way." 


“That's ail bosh!"’ exciaimed the boy. 
“You may not bea fashionabie beauty, 
but you're not likely to be left cut in the 
coid. However, I'm not keen on dancing 
myseif, so we can sit out most of the busi- 
ness together, uniesse——" He paused 
suddenly, with a vivid schoolboy biush, 

“Unless Ethel is gracious!’ Kita fininah- 
6d torbim. “Of course she will be, and 
you must go and ask bherfora dance the 
very first thing. before her card gets filed 
up.”" 

Hita feitinciined to shrink into the back- 
ground whenshe entered the baliroom, 
with ite brililant lights, handsome decore 
tions, and atracephere of melody and 
movement Charlie found her a seat near 
to h‘s mother, who was «still ‘‘receiving’’ 
at the doorway, and then went off to seek 
the of Jeet of his adoration. 

Toe band was playing a low tender pre- 
inde, when Koger Hailton came up to 
Rita 

“You have not filled up your pro- 
xramime yet? Ab, that is fortunate for 
me! I have been hoping for this walta’’ 
Hedid petthink it worth while to add 
that he had scarcely recognized the shabby 
littie organiet of the morning in the 
wearer of the biack net dress, that only 
served to throw the snowy throat and 
shoulders inte clearer contrast, and en 
hanced the beauty of the weil poised head 
and spark'iing eye. 

“1 am afraid I can’t dance,’’ Hita re- 
plied, Diasting a littieover the confession. 

“You neecdn t be afraid trust yourself 
to me,” he said, smiling kindly inio the 
startied eyes. 

Without another moment's hesitation 
abe rose and put ber hand upon his arm. 
A giidipg motion, and they werwotf. Ah, 
she had never dieamed that dancing could 
be like this! The crowded ballroom faded 
away like a misty dream; the sentof the 
hothouee flowers, the brilliant Iighis, the 
throbbing rhytum of the music, were for 
these two, and thew twoonly! 


Not a word passed belween them whilst 
the perfect measure Nowed on, until, paus- 
ing im @ quit woer, eb@ iooked up, to 
Honda he pariner eyes tmeeting bers ina 

j “no? 4 that ok of 
~ = y “ 
) ~ 4 er 
~ 
A 
afra wT? t 
a) tone oe + ~ ny * x i e 
silken girdie at her waist 
It was,as bheexpected to find it, abeo- 


le eee enw 


aaa 
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Without waiting for furtber 
initials as 


lutely biank. 
permission, he secribbied bis 
many times as 
back, drew hersgain into the maze of 
dancers. 


Other men came op when that waltz) 
jte"s astonishment, | 


was Over, greatiy to 
and begged for the favor of “jast one 
dance," until her card was filled. She saw 
no more of Charlie that night, except for 
occasional glimpses across the crowd, 
which made her tee! quite bappy on bis 
account. Apparently be had been smiled 
apon by his divinity. 

“Time ie « curious sort of delusion,” 
Roger Kailton said softiy during the even- 
ing, looking down at Kitas tell-tale, 
face, which bad already learned to change 
at bie approach. “Who woald bave 
thought that you and | had never met 
until to-day? | suppose, if we believed 
in the transmigration of souls, we should 
discover we bad often met before in an- 
other life? Whatdo you think ?"” 

Kita evidently keeping 
thoughts to herself; she bent her head and 
until she 


preferred her 


toyed pervously with her fan, 
feit conetrained to | 


“We have never met until to day,’ 


ok Up and smile. 


sald dreamily. 

conservatory, the alr of which Wae sweet 
with the escent of Nowers; the lace curtains 
at the 
movement of the dancers in the room be 

yond; there was a murmur of voices, and 
the bewltchment of music was throwing « 
giamor over everything. 

Nuddenly there came before the girl's 
startled eyes a vision of what life would 
look like on the the same 
Kroove, the same petty lnleresta, the same 
incessant round of work. For a moment 
she hated it by contrast Nhe saw the dark 
little room to which she would return; 
then would come the carly risiog the next 
morning, the hurried scrambie over dress- 
ing by geslight, the loud demands for 
cotlee and bread and butter from ber boy 
cousins, the breakfast Lays to be flied 
and carried up-stairs to aunt Maria and 
anybody e.86 who might be inclined to 
linger in their wart beds. 

Yoa—and she must be responsibie for it 
all. Would it not seem tenfold more un- 
bearable than ever? Hurning tears rose 
in ber eyes, ber throat contracted with the 
agony of her thoughts. 

Koger regarded her silently, putting 
“twoand two'’ together, and managing to 
reckon up matters with a fair degree of 
accuracy. He pleced his hand gently 
upon her arm 

“Come with me,”’ he said kindly; “you 
must not worry over fate like that. Tell 


mormrae 


mie what is the trouble?’ 

A #pascp of pain passed over her face 
She looked up speechiessiy at bim, as» 
though he were an oracie abie to @expiain 
the mysteries of ber lot 
i can't put it Inte she an- 
“bul my life see:ns sim pie starva- 
I badn’ta 


“ words,” 
awerec; 
tion. Lleould get on all rightit 
soul!’ 

“Why, what good would 
turned Hoger. 
“It would 
world,” 


that 


me all the gomd in the 
‘if | were only a 
ce on and on 


do 
ahe answered, 
machine! Machines can 
with 
ing for 


are worn out, they can be 


the same work dey 


ana, 
throeo 


when they 
on one 


nothing beyond, 


side, and nobody it any the worse for it. 
I wish I hadn't come to this dance,’ she 
continued, with a change of tone; “you 


nee ithas only made me talk nonsense! 


To-morrow-——"" She paused. 


“Yee what about to-morrow?" he in- 
quired. 

“Ob, to-morrow will be as yesterday!" 
wicgok Of wenarliness ec tlling 
down upon ber sweet young face ‘?.ot 
quite the same, though. | forgot! | am 
coiling to Maude'’s pew home at 


Ntresatbai, to put things #traight there.’ 


ashe answered, 


over 


“Whilel they are away on their honey 


moon? Kut you #1! not be sione, | sap- 


pore vr’ 

“Oh, no! The caretaker will be there, 
of course; but she dvuesn't know about 
auything. Maude has explained to me 
ezactiy how ehe wants the rooms ar- 
ran, ed. 

“Hy Jove, cousins must be remarkably 
useful—far more to be relied upon than 
machines ! How Og are you t be sta 
Liomed! ere?y 

“] «a ' a ex answe in 
1 fle . os ~ 
wa a. = 

Ipted Cha - at . y , 

eo wet Tne arriag« * wal re r 
yerte u er es a 

As Koger wrapped a thick ¥“collen 


be dared, and, handing it | 


| your direction one day, will you?” 
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shaw! around Rita's elim shoulders, be 
whiepered— 

“You won't let that caretaker turn me 
from the door if I should beppep to be in 


The wedding had taken piece on Toes 
day. For the rest of thet week Kite bed 
all her work cutout, She never ot jected 
to work; and jast now, for some unec- 
countable reason, she was thankful to lose 
mental aspirations and discomfort in bard 
physical labor by day, which resulted In 
deep siombers at nigbt. 

Mre. Vining drove over once or twice to 
see that all was going on well at Streatham; 
and by the time Saturday came it seemed 
to Kita ae if an immeasurable gulf seper- 
ated ber from her recent intensely happy 
evening. In epite of herself, ber heart 
gave a great leap when the door bell of 
the little red brick villa rang violently, 
and Mra. Jones, the deaf old caretaker, 


| went gasping and groaning to answer the 


| in 
she | 
| the short 


) * 
They were standing in the dimly-lighted | she few to the little square 


entrance stirred softiy with the | 


| *prenk 








do?” re | 


i said, 


sum rnens. 

Kita remained down-etairs, engeged in 
making an inventory of the pots and pans 
the kitchen. What a sight she must 
in her big bolland apron tied over 
frock? Involuntarily 
look ing-giass 
door, and 


look 
brown 


hanging behind the pantry 
smoothed back the unruly curls from her 
forehead. 

“Its @ gentieman, 
to you,” Mra. 
returning with a creaking step and 
garding Kita with quite a new in .erest. 
She put ber hand Into ber pocket as she 
spoke, where she fingered with great 
satisfaction certain silver coins that had 
only lately found their way there. 

“Didn't he give his name?” Rita asked. 

“Yes—l put him just inside the dror- 
ing room,” Mra. Jones answered, with the 
placid assurance of one wholly deaf. 

Well, there was no help for it—sbe must 
go and receive her visitor. Without wait- 
ing for further parley, Kita ran up-stairs, 
to find Koger Kailton pacing the half- 
furnished drawing room impatiently. 

“At iast!"’ he exclaimed, detaining her 
hand a little longer than was necessary. 
“Why, child, what have you been doing 


miss, as wants to 
Jones announced, 
re 


with yourself? You look thoroughly 
tired out!" 
“Oh, no—I am quite well, thanks!’ 


Kita anewered, trying to do the “honors” 
in # quiet coinposed way. 

“I don’t believe you are taking enough 
eare of yourself,” Roger continued dis- 
econtentedly. “Il am going to ask you to 
jet me prescribe for you. Don't you 
think some music might help to bring the 
roses back to those pale cheeks ?"’ 

With a feeling of astonishment 
looked first at ber visitor, then at 


Rita 
the 
plano. 

“No, child—no amateur efforta,”’ he 
interpreting her glance. “This is 
Saturday afternoon, you know, and Ne- 
rudaand Pattiare to play at St. James’ 
Hall. Suppose you were to put on your 
bet and come with me there for half an 
hour or so—would it bore you terribly?” 

“Bore me?’ Rita's dark blue eyes sad 


| dently flashed like jewels; then «a troubled 


after day, aak- | 


look came into them as she remembered 
con ventionalities. ‘““There isso much work 
to get through atill,’”’ she faltered. ‘I 
don’t think I can come, thank you!" 

“That is not the true reason,’ be said 
qutetiy, looking at ber with a kind emile. 
“You are afraid of the proprieties. Don't 
deny it! 1 can see itin your face!’ 

“Il wee thinking of aunt Maria,”’ Kita 
admitted mournfully; ‘she would say it 
would not do at ali.” 

“Bother aunt Maria!'’ Roger exclaimed. 
“Il will set the matter right with her if a 
settlement should be necessary. Where 
ean be the possible barm? Here you are 
longing —yes, longing —-for a break in the 
clouds; and bow can they be dispersed in 
« better, purer Way than by music? You 
look upon my society as a sort of 
necessary e¢vil--imagine me your elder 
brother for the time being. Little sister, 
can’t you trust yourself to me?” 

He spoke in the same tone as when he 
induced ber to dance; and once again she 
looked at him as if trying to read his in 
and once again yielded to his 


can 


most soul, 

wil. 
“Yes—l 

a chiid. 
There was a little necessary delay whilst 


wiil come,”’ she answered, as 


Hita few downstairs to tell Mra Jones 
she was going out, and the caretaker, in 
spite of ber deafness, seemed t gras} he 
~ at perfectly She nodded saga 

sly begged Miss Kita worry 
about nothing’’ during her aheence—she 
would seeto whatever might be wanted, 
and, as soon as the door clanged beh nd 


the seekers afier music, began to sweeten | 





' 








| successes. She found that 


balf-crowns and « series of cautious sips 
from a biseck bottie kept in the special 
cupboard set spart for her own personal 
property. 

Whilet Mra. Jones dozed peacefully be 
side the kitchen fire, Rita was being trans- 
ported tmto another world. She would 
beve been lees than buman had she failed 
to be touched by Roger's scrupulous care 
of ber throughout the brief journey by 
train and hansom. As he chatted to her 
in a pleasant easy fashion on all manner 
of topics, ber scruples as to the irregular 
ity of the whole preceeding vanished. 
How could any one—even aunt Maria— 
object to this innocent form of pleasur- 
ing? 

Up to the moment of their being com- 
fortabiy seated right in the centre of the 
#pacious ball Koger felt instinctively that 
his mere presence dominated Kita, 
moulded her mind into a receptivity that 
he felt ws very pleasant. But, when the 
first note from the violin vibrated through 
the air, the girl siipped away from bis in- 
fluence altogether. She leaned 


misty with tears, her face almost strained 
in ite expression of intense concentrated 
absorption. 


Sbe was his companion no longer in the | 


fallest sense of the word; the spirit of 
music claimed ber for its own; she could 
but follow ite beckoning finger. She for- 
net berseif—ber own petty hopes and 
fears, ber orphanhood, her wounded sense 
of justice and ftair-dealing. Surely there 
eould be nothing else worth living for 
compared with thie wonderful mysterious 
power that healed all wounds with a 
magic virtue of its own! 

“It is over!” she cried with a gasp, 
when the last note bad died away and the 
performers had disappeared. 

The crowd, snatching up programmes 
and personal properties, rose and ieft their 
seats, Im a hurry to depart. Roger and 
Rita rose toon The girl iooked utterly 
faint and exhausted in the sudden reaction 
that folicowed the unwonted strain of feel- 
ing. 

“You must come and have some tea,”’ 
he sald promptly; “there is a place close 
by which is not at ail bad, and won’t be 
overcrowded either, You don’t want 
any? Oh, yes, you do! It will just save 
you from baving a bad headache.”’ 

The sense of being looked alter, cared 
for, was so new that she could but sieid 
to it It was such an entirely novel ex- 
perience to find herself considered of any 
importance whatever after being crowded 
out of sight in the big family-circie st 
Strathmore House. 

Roger peused at a small restaurant, with 
Windows partieliy veiled with buff colored 
musiin and artistically decorated with 
flowers and ferns. A waiter came for- 
ward, following them into an inner recena, 
curtained off by yellow draperies from 
the outer saion, where about a dozen peo- 
pie sat sipping coffee and Chatting in low 
undertones. There was nobody at al! in 
the inner room; a small fire burnt cheerily 
in the polished steel grate. 

Roger mate bis companion take posses. 
sion Of a deep arm-cbhair, and, turning to 
the man, gave some rapid directions in 
French. Kita slowly loosened a fur bos 
about her neck and gazed at the fire, feel- 
ing strangely uneasy in her mind. 

“Isn't that chair comfortable? My sis- 
ter always makes we bring her in bere 
when we bappen to be in town together,” 
Roger said. with a tender look and smile 
which lulled ber thoughts. 

W bat folly not to trust Lim! She ques 
tioned bim shyly about his sister, who 
Was the only relative be had in the world. 
Apparently they hac been a model brother 
and sister—or, rather, had been untii 
Fisie’s marriage, a year before, to a cer- 
tain Colonel tiraves bad left him tree to 
follow the dictates of a bachelor iife. 

In the qviet talk that foliowed Rita 
learned 4 grest deal about Koger’s per- 
sonal history, bis ambitions, failures, and 
he spent his 
time between rather precarious work at 
the Bar and some literary pursuita, which 


| seemed to stand first in his affections. 


| 


He talked on about bimseif in a way 
that was perfectiy irresistible to Rita's 
ehy reserved nature) No one had ever 
given ber bis confidence before—al ways 
excepting Charite—and the girl drank in 
Roger's eageriy, whiist he watched the 
ighis and shadows of her changing face 


rresentiy she sprang t ber feet with sa 
faint sigh, as if euddenliy recalled prée 
enti reailues 

“The time—I nad forgotten a ab 
a? she cried With a cbhiid’s frankness 


“it must be getting late!’ 


“it is oply seven o'clock,’ he said 





her solitede with another look at Roger's | 


forward | 
slightly, ber eyes sparkling, then growing | 


soothingly. “Don't startie the wits 
me in that way! 
leave at once.” 

Through the lighted streets, teeming 
now witb life and excitement, they drove 
to Victoria. He left ber alone with her 
own thougbts until they were nearing 
Streatham and the few moments that were 
jeft of this brief holidsy had almost ex. 
pired. Then he leaned forward and isid 
his band upon ber siim fingera. 

“Tell me, little one—is this to be the 
end of our fiiencship,” he asked, “or wii) 
you give it an extension of leave?” 

“I dom’t quite enderstand,”’ she faltered, 
growing pele benesth his close scrutiny. 

“You have only to ssy the word,” he 
continued, “and I will never trouble you 
again; and yet | feel as if we hed not been 
blown together by sn idie wind of chance, 
I need you, and, if | mistake not, you 
need me. Come—shall we make a com- 
pact, and ewesr eternal frieadship?”’ 

His voice, balf cynical, balf playful, 
had yet an underczrrent of deep feeling 
init. Kita let ber Gingers rest within bis 
warm clasp. 

“I will be your friend, if you wish it,’’ 
| she whispered shyly. 
| “Perhaps, some day, more than friend? ’ 
he qnestioned. 

The lights of the station flashed in their 
eyes; Kita’s bour of sentiment was over. 
There were lights in the upper windows of 
'the tiny villa, thoagh Rita was too ab- 
| sorbed to se9 them. as she bade her com- 
| panion # hasty ‘“sood-bye”’ and ran up 
| the gravel path, which was atill strewn 
with bite of paper, wieps of straw, and 
otLer litter left from the furniture vans. 
She bummed s gay little air ae she stood 
in the porch waiting for the sound of Mra. 
Jones’ subetantial tread across the tiled 
floor within. 

After standing there fruitlessly for a 
few moments, she knocked-—rang again 
with more vigor than before. She was 
just going round to the side-entrance, 
wondering if Mre. Jones had taken ad- 
vantage of her absence to visit some of 
her numerous reiativer, when a rapid step 
ercs+ed the ball, and the door was flung 
open, to reveal aunt Maria's straight 
spare figure, with May hovering in the 
back ground. 

The glamor of that happy afternoon 
died sway instantly; Rita stood trembling 
like a culprit. 

“Come in, Kita!’ Mre. Vining said 
majestically. “You and I will have to 
settle reckonings w:tbout any palaver.”’ 

Rita followed ber tremblingly into the 
partially-furniebed dining-room, where 
the remains of an impromptu meal re- 
mained upon the table. The unlucky 
curtains that were to have been completed 
| that day ley in a beap on the ficor beside 
the deserted sewing machine. Mrs. Vining 
| pointed to them with an eloquent gesture. 

“Your work does not seem to weigh 
heavily om your mind!” she remarked 
acathingly. e 

“I bave been to Sil. James’ Hall—to a 
| concert,” faltered Kita Then the girl's 
| failing courage returned. She bad done 
| nothing wrong, nothing to be ashamed of, 
| exeept to ron away from her work. “I 

am very sorry, aunt Maria!’ sbe said, 

facing the enemy boldly now. “I know ! 

wae to biame in leaving #0 much to be 
| dome next week; bui 1 can easily make up 
fori. Mr. Haiiton calied, and asked me 
to accompeny him to theconcert. We had 
tea together in town, and he bas just 
brought me beck. Now you know al! 
there is to know.”” 

“You bave been salone—alone with that 
man’ Mre. Vining gasped. Then, turp- 
ing to her daughter, «be sdided, “May, has 
the girl taken jesve of her senses? Does 
she know thai he is engaged already 7’’ 

* Why, he’s potin our set at all. Con- 
Stacece Karowell, bis fiancee, i: an ‘Honor 
abié,’ and rich and pretty into the bargain. 
Their engagement bas been talked about 
for months.”’ 

Still no answer from the white set lips. 
Mra. Vining found her littie stock of ps- 
tience suddeniy exhaucted. 

“Al any rate, we can dispense with your 
services for the present!’ she exclaimed — 


out of 
If you wish it, we wii! 





| 





harskiy. “There—get out of the house st 
once! You have isiled in your duty’ 
Gor’ « 


Mre. Vining waved her hand towards 
the door, feeling that ber passion was g°- 
ting beyond her controi. Kita gazed at 
ber with panic-stricken eyes. Where she 
Was to go Dever crossed ber mind. 

Bilndly, with s sick despair and bew 


4 , } 
ent heart and obecuriong 


bidditr 


seizing ber 


her ain. ahe ber aunt's e 


obeyed 


groping ber down the ,arden-patD 
then turning 
rail Way-@tation. 


“I sey, mother, 


way 


mecbanicaily tow ards the 


that was coming it 
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rather 100 strouvg!" May remarkei, as the 
door closed behind ber cousin. ‘The little 
fool will never tbink of going back to 
Strath more House! She thvught you 
meant to turn ber out-of doors sito- 

uNoneense, May!” returned Mrs, Vining 
sharply. “She knows me better than ihbat. 
spe cortainly ien’t fit to be left in charge 
pere. I suppose we muet keep Jones til 
Monday: it'# too late to get any one else. 
You had better go home and send over 
one ot the servants. Rita will have to do 
ber work that’s ail!” 

May lingered to button ber jacket and 
readjust her het and veil at the mirror 
ever the freplece before masking ber way 
to the reiiway-station. She kept a careful 
wok oat; but not @ trace of the fugitive 
eooid be found, either that night or in the 
days of uncertainty that followed. 

“a * 7 * - + 

Looking back at that miserable evening, 
Rite could afterwards recall only a dreamy 
sense of wretchedness and desolation, 
from «hich she was roused at last by 
heering « cheerful voice say to ber—- 

“My dear, what ails you? Are you 
feeling ili ?’’ 

With difficulty recovering berself, she 
foand that she wae standing in front of a 
music ehop, mechan ically reading the 
titles of tbe songs displayed for sale witb- 
out attaching the ieast meaning to the 
words. A neatiy dressed little woman of 
the “shelby-genteel” type stood at ber 
elbow, the tips of a mended black-cotton 
giove iightly tovoching ber arm. 

The question, not having received any 
answer, Was repeated. 

“Are you feeling ill? Have you far to 
go?’ 

“! am quite well, thanks,’ Rita an- 
awered, adding, after a slight pause, ‘1 
bave nowhere to go in particular, s0 that 
cannet matter,’’ 

“If that is so, you had better step in bere 
and keep me company tora bit,” sabe sug- 
greeted, a if it were the most natural thing 
imthe world. “My rooms are just over 
the shop, and J am too tired to talk stand- 
ing. No—don’t refues me !’’ 

Nhe agaic put ber haud upon the girl's 
arm and guided her tosaside door, which 
she opened with a latch-key. Ritadid not 
offer the slightest resistance, but followed 
ber guide meekly up two flights of narrow 
Unearpeted stairs into a neatly-furnished 
room, where # #mali fire was burning. 

Her hostess drew up a leather-covered 
arm-chair and put her gently into it, watch- 
ing her with evident satisfaction as the 
weary head sank back against the wel- 
come #3 port and the heavy eyelids clored. 

“Poor ehild—poor chiid!’ ejaculated 
Mies Letitia Kralistord, putting her fingers 
om the girl’s slender wrist. “If it isn’t 
ttle Kita Grey, may J never give another 
Music .e-e n agein! Whatcan have hap 
pened to pot ber in streighis like these?’’ 

Liguiiog a emall gas stove, Miss Brails- 
ford busied berselfin preparing some hot 
enpiiog soup, and forced a few spoontuls 
througy the unwilling lips. 

“lean't eat—it chokes me!” Rita said 
piaintively, pushing the cup on one side, 
“It is very kind of you; but please let me 
g°. This room is stifling me; I must get 
Ot into (be fresh air!" 

For # moment «be shook off the lethargy 
that threatened to overcome. lier, and, sit- 
ting bolt upright, passed one ice cold hand 
rose ber torehead, as if struggling to con- 
trol her thoughts. 

“Yes, yes—you shali gu presently,” she 
abewered, in low soothing tones. “Of 
Ores you are pertectiy free to do as you 
ike, oD ¥ rest a littie longer first.” 

Kila's energy suddenly collapsed; she 
leanne tack again, and the strange torpor 
meet more fe | upon her. 

All (hroagh the night she remained in 
MUCh (he aau.6 sate; and early the fol- 
“Wing morning Miss Hreiisford des- 
pelebed 4 note Wo a lrieudly doctor close by. 

To Mies Kraile’ord, who was accustomed 
0 life's ups and downs, it seemed pro 
“0 Save (bat ope day clear from 
ary evocation of teaching. Then, 


Fidentia 
Der ors) 


When 4!) ner atrangements were made, 
24 sus ted nothing to do but to sit by 
the girls bed +.de and administer nourish 

nl a i meGicine at regular intervals, 


stricken African station, and she had shed 
bitter unselfish tears for bis orphaned 
ebild, 

It must bave been the likeness to the 
dead father that bad baunted Ler when 
watching Kita on the evening before; and, 
a8 800Nn as the name “Rite Grey” fell upon 
her ear, the warm-hearted littie woman 
gave thanks to s kind Providence for at 
last hearing her prayers, and giving her a 
link with the unforgotten past. 

The days thet followed proved very 
anxious ones, The fever ran bigh, and, 
when that had been successfully com- 
bated, a time of utter prostration set in, 
filling the doctor’s and nurse’s hearts with 
apprehensions jest, after all, the girl 
should slip away from them. Then came 
one terrible: wenty four hours when lile 
and death seemed to hang in the balance, 
avd Misa Brailsford never abated her 
close watching fora quarter of an hour's 
rest. She hardly dered to question the 
doctor as he came and went; but, on his 
third visit late in the evening, he turned 
to her with a sati«fied look. 

“She'll do now !” he whispered triuinph- 
antly. “It bas been a hard fight, but 
we’ve won it. Thank heaven, we've won 
it 1” 

In less than a week Kita was able to be 
lifted on to the chintz-covered couch by 
the fire, aud to give some connected ac- 
count of herself to her kind friend. Miss 
Brailsford’s beart ached as she listened to 
the tale of weary drudgery and 
genial companionship. 

“You shall never go back to them, my 
darling!’ she vowed. “J have been wait- 
ing for you all these yeurs; we have been 


waiting for each other.”’ 
* * + * * ” 


nicon- 


Two yeas passed—two years of inces- 
sant work and anxiety, brightened by 
many cheerful bours for Miss Hratisford 
and Rita Grey. At last there caine a night 
in June—a suitry midsummer night in 
the heightof the London season. Kita had 
peen looking forward to it for weeks, as it 
was the night on which ber greatest ambi- 
tion was to be gratified, for sbe was to 
play at a fashionable concert at the Weat 
End. 

Step by step she had climbed the ladder, 
and, while teaching Mies Brailsford’s 
pupils, she bad gained some of her own. 
After a time sbe wasin request for local 
entertainments in the suburbs, and one 
night was taken notice of by a “star” in 
the musical world, who recognised the un- 
wonted brilliancy of the girl’s touch, aud 
offered to give her an introduction tn high 
places. 

After that, all went well. But never in 
her wildest dreams had Kita imagined that 
events could culminate 86 blissfully as this, 
During the last few nights she had scarcely 
siept at all from #xcitement; and now, 
when shé6 seated herself before the grand 
piano, and the violins began tuning up, 
and she reaiized bow at lastshe was to take 
part in the mysterious barmony that must 
sound Jike one inepiring voice, she was 
conscious only of a mild tumultuous joy 
within her, and lost sight entirely of the 
sea of upturned faces in the great hail 
beiow. 

There was some one however who, had 
she but known it, had leaned forward with 
a half-uttered exclamation of delight when 
theslim figure appeared upon the platform 

“By Jove—tnere she is!’ Roger Kaiiton 
muttered to bimeelf. 

He kept « strained silence, until the tirat 
break in the eoncerto atlorded him # safety 
valve in applauding again and again. 

“P,ittle Kita,’ he repeated softiy—“iny 
little Kita, | have feuod you at last!” 


the bal!. Then followed an awful scene 
of confusion, people bustiing and tramp- 
ling Upon oné another in # tied rush to 
wards the 6xits. 

“This way!’ called @ firm reassuring 
voice in Kiia’s ear. “Keep quiet! De- 
pend on meé; I will take care of you!” 

Even in that moment of panic the old 
agony pierced her beart. 

“What—you here?” she asked, a ring 
of scorn in her voice. ‘Please let 
alone, Mr. Railton; I can jook after my 
seif pertectly weli, thanks!” 

The panic and rusb had been confined 


ne 





tne *eburch bells rang out through 
* ney ehillinews of the wintry air, her | 


mainly to the jower part of the hal! liita 


th *ED'* traveied back to the time when sbook her arm from Koger's grasp, se:zed 
sor be) taoght Kita’s aunts, and suc- } her music, darted down the few steps «l- 
““Stibed to the attractions of Rita’s father, | viding the platform from the artistes’ 

: ‘ os € young cadet at Wool- roou and nearly f Int Miss Bre 
. a esene 

"oe , en fa her first A ~ vA 
she knew his feeling 
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en —_ * lortupves from afar ever since, | annoy you by my presence; but forgive 

+ © 


7 “* tes Outimely death on a fever- | 


me if | insist upon getting you out of this | 





quietly bere till the exits are cleared, for 
itis only a scare—there is nothing to be 
alarmed at.’’ 

It was ono of those accidents that can 
scarcely be accounted for; there were some 
practical joking and huetling at the back 
of the ball, a timid cry wes raised that 
sounded like “Fire!’ which resulted in « 
mad rush tothe exits, Outside there was 
a regular bicck of spectators, cabs, and 
policemen. 

With some difficulty Roger secured a 
hansom, revolving in his mind the while 
the problem how best to make his peace 
with Rita. In his dilemma be threw bim- 
self upon Miss Brailsford’s companion, 
who, woman like, went over to the enemy 
at once, 

“May I not call to-morrow to inquire ?”’ 
he avked eagerly. 

“OCertainiy, Mr. Railton, if you are to 
take 80 much trouble, I will expect you 
about five o’clook—that is our chief leisure 
time,’’ the little old maid replied. 

On the following afternoon, however, 
Rita absolutely declined to remain at 
home as tive o’clock approached, The 
girl was fall of conflicting emotions, and 
she dreaded the old fascination of Kailton’s 
presence. 

Why had he so cruelly deceived her, 
and, while pretending, that afternoon long 
ago, to tell her everything respocting him- 
self, omitted the principai event of his 
life? 

She vontrolled herself sufficiently to 
choose #4 000k at Lhe library, and then filled 
up the time with shopping, until 
struck six, and she kiow she could return 
home In safety. 

A pale creroent moon gave the only hint 
of approaching daikness tn all the wide 
expanse of turquoise #eky. So atsorbed 
was Kita in ber own reflections that ane 
did not recognize the subject of them ap- 
proacbing rapidly until he was c.o#e at 
her side. Involuntarily they. both halted, 
He was deeply woundea, wounded to the 
quick —she could #66 that in bia face, 

“Miss Bralileford, an entire stranger, bas 
been kinder to me than you-—my oid 
friend !"’ be said reproacnfiully. 

“Have you forgotion the compact we 
made—you and [—of undying friend. 
ship?” he asked, half smiling at the re 
mem brance,’”’ 

“] thought our friendship, such as it 
was, had been brokon # great while ago,”’ 
she answered coldly. “When I quitted 
the Laurels 1 left behind me all the old 
life. Tell me’—with # quick change of 
tone and feeling—‘“do you ever see and of 
them? I wrote when I got better, aller 
ny illness; but they never answered ny 
letters, How ia Charlie? He 
left school by this time.’’ 

7] occaalonally 
Roger replied, thankful to find a safe 
ject to speak aboul; “bul @ sloriny scr 
had with Mra. Vining cut ehort our Inter- 
course long ago. The 
to ne however, when we inset, 


“a clook 


inust have 


rug up sygsiost bim,’’ 
Mul 
nel 
I OY BIAWAY4 Speakn 
and is econ- 
tinually on the look out for you, 1 tvelieve, 
I donot imagine heeven knew 
written, or he would have ¥ 
address for himself.’” 


you had 


ritied your 


“Poor o!d Charlie! We were always 
good friends,’’ Rita said eofc! 
“By the way, | hear, turong vj 


Braiisford, that they sore kind @sough to 


| couple a certain 


i6 “snd 


Young sreray “ rA’ 


place somehow. You had better remain| At Home and Abroad. 





| yele mga carriage when | 
| does 


ming together,’ lo went on, aller «a elignt | 
pause, Rita's color ros Poaey were 
again on dangerous yround 
“The Honorable Constance Barnwell bo 
came Lidy Kenyon at the ond lwel 
| season,’ he continued, hardiy to the tone 


The conceit was at ita beight, when sud- | 
denly a hoarse ery of “Fire!” ran through | 
| Mere gorsip 


ime the 


of a disappointed man. “Hang itall, Rita 
Jcan'’t talk to you in this formal fashion! 
ane Hanae OOF See 
1 do DOL suppose Bh6 bad ever done 


any 


gether; 


honor ot thinking Of tue in 


other way than a4 «2 possible partner al 
dances and tennis matches, As for my 
self, you ought to know, Mita, that there 
is obly one girl in the whoie wice word I 
could ever and sita ver ig } 

They were walking boimoewards ty this 
time, and at these ja t worts Hita’s raj 
pace ziackened 

When they parted it tof ‘ 
house, with its op Windows andecou 
looking Graperies, Miss Kira fy 
bebind her geraniums, ya 
nod, 

I y r ‘ 
Sai 
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pases 
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self ih #OOu forsaken 


fortune, 


A new branch of jurisprudence is aris- 
ing out: f the bicycle boom, dealing with 
collisions of velocipedists between them- 
selves and with vehicles of a solid descrip- 
tion. Solicitors who take it up must either 
be bicyclists themselves or ‘read up’’ the 
technicalities of the trade, and there ia 
every prospect that they will reapa rich 
harvest, forthe number of cycie-collision 
cases at the county courts and before other 
tribunals is increasing with amazing rap- 
idity. 


Considering the nicknames ot some of 
the Presidents of the United States, Wash- 
ington was “Father of His Country,” 
“American Fabius,’”’ “The Cincinnatus of 
the Weat,” “The Atias of America,” 
“Lovely Georgius,”’ “Flower of the For- 
est,” ‘'Deliverer of America,” “Ntep-father 
of His Country” and “Saviour of His 
Country.”” Adama was the ‘Oolossus of 
Independence.”” Jefferson was the “Sage 
of Monticello,”” and “Long Tom.”’ Madi- 
son was The Father of the Conatitution.” 
Monroe was the “Last Cocked Hat,’’ and 
Jobn Quincy Adaros the “Olid Man Eto- 
quent.’”’ 


— 


An apparatus called the ‘*Tachocycle’’ 
has been invented, the object of which is 
to incre. #6 the speed of a person walking 
or running, and in fact, to be to the adult 
what hoop-truodlipg is to childron, It 
consista essentially of two wheels of any 
kind of material ulilizable for the purpose, 
but more especially bicycle wheels, and to 
which any desired dimensions may be 
given. These wheels revolve freely around 
an axie that serves as a support, and upon 
which « person beara through the medium 
of bandies, Itis claimed that the appar- 
atusis of great service from a hygenic 
standpoint, affording a healthy means of 
exerci.) lo persons who are not disposed 
to become cyclists. 





Mendicancy would appear to be almonst 
as profitable in the outlying suburbea of 
Paris asinthe city itself, where beggars 
sometimes die leaving substantial legacies 
behind them for their next of kin. Victor 
Hayot, aged 19, was supposed to be one of 
the most destitute and almaworthy in- 
babitants of Joinville le Pont, where he 
dweltinabovel by night and begged on 
the roads by day. Fora week he disap- 
peared from sight, and the police, having 
been communicated with, went to the but, 
burst open the door, as there was no an- 
awerto their knocks, and fourd Hayet 
dead on the floor inside, Hiabody showed 
no marks of foul play, and it was clear 
that the man had died suddenly from 
heart disease, In a dirty cupboard of his 
was found # parcei of 
bank notes amounting in value to #4 600, 
The mendicant's dog was heard 
in tbe cellar. wis 


miserable room 
howling 
half mad 
with hunger, and it choked ttelf eating a 
lump of bread thrown to it by the 


The animal! 


police- 
men. 


A hotel in India is in 
quite unlike a hotel 
worid, 


or herown 
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depend upon them 
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my 
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boots here laundry, 
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6rrania When travelling, he 
andthe luggage 


bed on the cara, for 


my 
will attend to the tickets 
and make iny simple 
India is acountry of miagoificoent distances, 
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sieeploy caré@ like ours, but 
Lone {he 
songerstoastreteh out on and wids enough 
which tLe 
histown thin mint 


involving considerable nignttravel, 
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traveler provides with 
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ERKIC’S FIRST VOYAGE, 





BY J. KR. EK 





WONDER who beia? He ia not au 
admira:, is he?’ sald Eric. 

“Who” said Algernon. “That 
old fellow with the cocked bat? An ad- 
miral, indeed !"’ 

Algernon laughed atthe idea, Kut Eric 
had great curiosity about the old man, 
who waa always waiching them when 
they sailed their boats in the pond, 

Algernon said he was the last living 
watchman thinking he was one of the 
men who took oharge of the London 
streets, and called out the bours all night 
before there were any policemen. 

Eric thonght the old man must have 
been to sea, because he had told him that 
morning the boat was a tub, and not 
rightly rigged. 

“If you come to see me to-morrow, my 
lad," he said, “Il willgive you s» proper 
boat I live atthe house where they sell 
the newspapers.”’ 

Eric knew the ivy covered house, where 
the door was siways open, and = the 
ataircase inside was scrubbed white, and 
in the parlor one saw in little beaps the 
newspapers brought from town. 

There was a library kept at that house, 
and the few worn books stood in the par 
lor window for people to come and choose 
what they would have next. 

Bric did not know who to ask for, 80 he 
looked in at the parlor door, and said: 

“If you please, is the adupiral at home?” 

“The what?’ said a country girl inside, 

“| mean,'’ said the boy, ‘the gentleman 
with the long coat and brass buttons, ana 
a cocked hat.’ 

After this description the boy was shown 
upstairs to a neat front room, with win 
dows looking towards the fields, and the 
willow pond, and the canal. 

There his friend with the long blue coat 
and brass buttons was seated, reading the 
morning paper. 

“Here you are. Will thatdo?’’ he said, 
handing Eric a boat, so quickly that the 
boy had no thought, 6xcept to murmur 
“Thank you,’’ and to hold it in admira 
tion, 

Then he remembered that he ought to 
take off bis cap, especially in the presence 
of an admiral, 

“Well, will it do?” 

His friend spoke in ashbort hard voice, 
though he bad a pleasant am le, 

“T's beautiful, sir t'’ 

“Who is that? Do you know ?”’ 

The owner of the brass buttons pointed 
to a picture on the wall, 

Kven if the boy had not known that Nel 
son lost one arm and one eye in battie, he 
would have seen the name paintea uoder 
it ‘as large an life.’’ 

‘Neilson, sir,’’ he said, 

The old man told bim 
father began as a boy —‘‘a 
key’ —under Nelson, and he seemed to be 
very proud of this, 

“Nelson,” he said, ‘‘was the greatest ad- 
miral that ever served the country.’’ 

After this, Eric took courage to awk. 

“Are you an admiral, too 7’ 

“Why do you think I am ?”’ 

**Keoause, sir, you havea cocked hat.’’ 

Ob, how the oid fellow laughed! Eric 
had to laugh, too, 

“What do you think | am?’ said his 
friend, ‘(iuess again,’’ 

Eric shook bis head and gazed at him, 
and the old man, putting bis band on his 
shoulder, said: 

“LT must tell you, then, 


6é 


that bis own 
powder maon- 
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ing, hard words, perhaps bard knocks, 
and a miserable voyage, beginning full of 
roubies and far from friends. 

“1 must tell you,” said the old man, “the 
poor fellow who led me away, was never 
got out of the cargo alive, I was taken out 
after four days, nearly dead. | went into 
the Navy after, and i have been in many 


| battles, 


“] was chasing pirates outon the Chin- 
one coast, and | helped to take Sebastopol, 


_but—count wounds and everything—! 


never afterwards went through as much 
as I suffered during those first days when 
] went as a stowaway.” 

This ought to have been a warning to 


| Master Fric; but when bis friend had said 


good bys for that day, be went away, 
thinking that it would be a new game to 
play with Algernon, if they wentup to 
the canal, and one could be a boy hiding, 
and the otber could bea captain looking 
for him and puiling bim out, 

That afternoon they sailed the boat in 
the shallow of the willow pond, and then 
they both went off to play the new game. 
They were empty barges out of use and 
moored ina wide place like a dock, and at 
first the new game of stowaway was very 
much like Hide and Seek. 

After a merry half bour, Algernon was 
playing captain, and thinking himself 
very grand, pacing the deck of a barge 
with # telescope of paper under his arm, 
and Eric on tip-toe crept behind him, and 
went down to hide. 

Ina few moments Eric ought to bave 
knocked, and then the search would be- 
Kin, which always ended in the dragging 
of the stowaway along by the collar. 

But while he was waiting, the worst- 
tempered man of all the barge owners 
came shouting and waving hig stick—a 
man the boys knew as Old Thunder, 

Algernon did a very mean thing; he 
stepped from the barge to the bank, and 
walked off without stopping to. find his 
friend. 

He thought of the hour, when he left the 
canal; why, it was tea-time, and be would 
be late, Horan away home. 

Now, poor Eric, down in the hold of the 
barge did not hear the man’s warning, 
and in a few minutes, when he began to 
knock for his playmate, Oid Thunder, as 
deaf as a post, never heard him, but fast- 
ened down the hatch, 

Then some terrible thing happened. 
Eric, in deep darkness, after xnocking and 
calling in vain, heard the tramp of a horse’s 
hoofs, and felt the barge grate againat 
something every few noments. The rud 
der, too, began to make a noise in the 
water, The boat had begun to move. 

He almost felt the darkness. He had 
stood on some hard blocks and pieces of 


coal, and cat his knuckles knocking 
against the roof, and shouted himself 
hoarse, Everybody knew how deaf Old 


Thunder was; there was no chance of Ket- 
ting out 

Then, how long was he to be there? 
Canal boats never went to sea, but he might 
be moved like this from one place to 
another, and then left for weeks. In that 
case he would die all alone in the dark. 

He had sunk on a rough bed of coal- 
dust, almost ready to die of fright now, 


| when all atonce the ripple of the rudder 


When 1 was a) 


boy, about the size of you, | did a very | 
| dust, and his bands bleeding. 


allly thing. Ilet an older boy persuade 
me to run away, and we hid ourselves 
among the cargo ofa ship. We were what 
they call stowaways.”’ 

Eric's eyes had grown vwery ijarge by 
this time, and the oid man’s band was 
atill on his shoulder, 

He gota shake by the shoulder when 
the story began again. 

“Don't you ever think of doing such a 
thing, my lad. Some boys long ago tried 
to go tosea like that. But l’ll tell you 
what happened to them when the ship was 
a day or two on the sea. 

“There they were down in the dark, sick 
vend miserable, as well as starving, and if 


they could pot make enough noise to be 
heard above, they would not be let out, 
' aur e hatches were fastened dowr 
and they nade themeelves heard, and 
ihe ha en were Ned, and they crawied 
ultmore dead than alive, what a recep 
lion they got! 

“Kverybody angry with them for com- 





|] told you so, 


| in the world 


|} and 
' along Dy the horse, 


and the tramp of the borse stopped. 

Kric started to his feet, and yelled with 
all the strength of his young lungs 

“Yes, be ls there, You have the boy 
in there,’’ said a voice that heknew. There 
was a heavy noise of footsteps on the 
deck, 

He shouted again. 

“All right, all right, my boy!" said the 
voice of the owner of the cocked hat and 
brass buttons, 

Oid Thunder raised the hatch, and Eric 
clinibed out, pale, half covered with coal 


“You naughty boy! You bad lad!” 

Both the men shook their sticks at bim. 
It was nearly as bad as being a real stow- 
awry. 

“Ob, thank you, dear Admiral,” cried 
Erie almostin tears, and 80 grateful that 
he wanted to cling to his friend, who had 
come and rescued him. 

“Mind, my boy, mind!’’ shouted the 
friend very loud, “1 am not an admiral: 
I am an old pensioner, 
child, and this is the only blue coat 1 have 
Don't put your hands on it 
You bave got a whole load of coais on 
you!" 
fortunate, was it 
the windows of the oid 
towards the canal ? 
the 


not, that 
naval pensioner’s 


It was very 


room looked 
two boys, and saw 
id 
away, 
towed 


lie had watched 
Kric had not <« 


when 


ine up out of the hk 
Algernon 


begen to 


that 


of ran 
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when 


barge 


the boat be 





Sesing that something was wrong, be 
went in all baste across the fields, and was 
quite out of breath when he reached the 
canal, a long distance from the point where 
the boat started. 

There the borse was siowly drawing 
near, and Oid Thunder was steering, lean- 
ing on the beavy beam at the back, and 
the old pensioner took the horse by the 
head, and made the bargeman understand 
that be was carrying a boy away. 

After that day Eric never forgot his old 
friend; nor did he forget the lecture the 
old friend gave him for playing a game 
that might bave cost bim bis life. 

As for Algernon, the owner of the cocked 
hat and brass battons told bim be should 
never leave a compavion and run away to 
save himself. Algernon boasted he did 
not care what an old pensioner said. You 
see, be was hardly the sortof boy one 
likes, 

But Eric did care. And often, if Le had 
a wet holiday afternoon, he would go to 
hear stories, and tap at the door of the 
newspaper shop, and ask, with a smile: 

“If you please, can I goup to see ‘the 
Admural?’’”’ 

a ee 

THE Joke FaiLep.—Some people are 
bright enough to enjoy a good joke, but 
have not retentive memories, 80 a8 to be 
able to repeat it to others. 

Failures of this kind are sometimes 
very ludicrous. We have a couple of 
speciinens. 

A college professor, on parting witha 
student who had called on him, noticed 
that he had a new coat, and remarked that 
it was too short. 

The student, with an air of resignation, 
replied, “It will be long enough before | 
get another.”’ 

The professor enjoyed the joke heartily, 
and, going to a meeting of the college fac 
ulty Just afterwards, be entered the room 
in great glee and said, ‘“‘Young Sharp 
made a capital joke just now. He called 
on me a littie while ago, and as be was 
leaving | noticed bis new coat, and told 
hin it was too short, any he said, ‘Jt will 
be a long time before I get anotber.’ ’’ 

No one laughed, and the professor, sob- 
ering down, remarked, “It does:,’t seein 
so funny #8 when he said it,’”’ 

A red-haired lady, who was ambitious 
of literary distinction, found but a poor 
sale for her book. A gentieman, in speak- 
ing of her disappointment, said, ‘‘Her hair 
is red if her book is not.”’ 

An auditor, in attempting to reiate the 
joke elsewhere, said, “She has red hair, if 
her book hasn’t.’”’ 

Re ee 

‘*MoR'N YOU'LL KExEpP.”’—Some years 
ago an old sign painter, who was very 
cross, very gruff, and a little deaf, was en- 
gaged to paint the Ten Commandments on 
some tablets in a church not five miles 
from Buftalo, 

He worked two days at it, and at the end 
of the second day the pastor of the church 
came to see how the work progressed. 

The old man stood by, smoking a short 
pipe, as the reverend gentieman ran his 
eyes over the tablets, 

“Eb!” said the pastor, as his familiar 
6ye detected something wrong in the 
working of the precepts; ‘‘why, you care- 
less old man, you have left a part of one of 
the coin mand ments entirely out; don’t you 
866 7’’ 

“No; no such thing,’ said the old man, 


putting on his spectacies; ‘no; nothing 
left out—where ?”’ 
“Why, there,’ persisted the pastor, 


‘ook at it in the Bible; you bave left some 
of that commandment out.”’ 

“Well, what if I have?” said old Ob- 
sunacy, as he ran his eye complacently 
over his work; ‘‘what if I have? There’s 
more there now than you'll keep!"’ 


Another and a more correct artist was 
empicyed the next day. 


= ced 
eetboven: IT BEST TO PosTPpone I[T.— 
“When we are married, dear Lucy,” said 
the poor man’s son to the rich man’s 
daughter, ‘‘our honeymoon shall be passed 
abroad. We will drive in the Bois, 
promenade the Prada, gaze down into the 
blue waters of the Adriatic from the Rialto 
and enjoy the Neapolitan sunsets, strolling 
along the Chiaja.’’ 

“How delicious!” she murmured. 
‘But, John dear, have you money enough 
to do all this? For pa says I mustn’t ex- 
pect anything until he dies,” 
underwent such a 
hange that she could not help asking him 


_—_ 





Jobn’s countenance 


if he felt ili 


No, darling,’’ he answered faintly, ‘‘] 
thinking we had 


until after 


am notill; 1 was 
better postpone our 


the funeral.”’ 
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marriage 
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One Maine man has gone into the 
unique business of raising doves for weddings, 
parties, etc. 


The old saying that a horse’s head is 
the length of a flour barrel is substantially 
true. The average head is about 27 inches 
long: an average flour bafrel 29 inches. 


Ritualism is growing in the English 
Church. Incense is used in 308 churches 
against nine in 1882, Lights on the altar are 
used in 3598 churches against 581 in 1582. 


The bulbs of daffodils have been mis- 
taken for leeks, and boiled in soup with disas. 
trous effect, nauseating the entire family, the 
children not recovering for several days. 


In all cases of internal poisoning from 
eating injurious plants, etc., the best thing to 
do is immediately to send for a physician, 
who, in most communities, is always to be 
found close at hand. 


Only about a dozen words of genuine 
English origin end with the letter ‘‘a,” two 
dozen with the letter “o,” and nearly 500 
with “y.” “Ough” has eight sounds, as up, 
on, 0, off, uff, oo, and aut. 


Persons should be cautious about try- 
ing new and unknown vegetables. Even 
inany known are at times unwholesome. Po- 
tatoes, when not fully ripe, are deleterious, 
causing severe bowel complaint and sickness, 


Toads in such numbers came with a 
shower at Topeka, Kan, last week that a 
freight train, in charge of Engineer Charlies 
Bates, was unable to make a grade just west 
of the city, and had to back toa siding until a 
down-bound passenger train had cleared the 
track. 


From present indications America 
will soon be outdoing France in the consump- 
tion of frog. flesh. The city of New York 
nione consumes 600,000 “hams” of frogs during 
the year. These delicacies are now sold itn 
tin boxes like other conserv®. meats, 


A Belgian journalist thinks that a 
good way of increasing the revenue would be 
to lay a tux upon mustaches, He calculates 
that there are 2,000,000 Belgians who would 
not part with their inastaches for a paltry ten 
francs, and that the revenue would thus be 
auginented by 20,000,000 francs a year. 


A man who is attracting great atten- 
tion in Vienna at the present time ifs an 
American giant who has reached the towering 
height of more than 8 feet. He has been ex- 
amined by the dnatomists of the University 
of Vienna, and is pronounced one of the most 
wonderful physical specimens of man. 


Monsieur De Brouard, who made a 
wager that he would travel round the world, 
sturting from Parts,in ten months without 
sixpence in his pocket, has safely reached 
Saratow, in South Russia. He will pass 
through Persia to Mery, Samarcand and St- 
boria, whence he hopes to work a passage to 
Japan and the United States. 


A young man came from Europea few 
days ago and was admitted, Shortly after his 
sweetheart arrived, and as she had no money 
he gave ber what be bad and she was allowed 
tolund. Then the young man, being penni 
less, was seized by the immigration authort- 
ties and ordered to be deported, on the ground 
that he was likely to be a charge on the 
country. 

Miss M. Jennie Morrill and Henry W. 
Robinson, both of Waltham, Mass., were mnar- 
ried at Mr. Robinson's home, on Tuesday, 1n 
their bicycle suits. After the ceremony they 
sturted on their tandem for a tour through 
New Hampshire. The bridesmaids and best 
man were also in knickerbockersand fetching 
bloomer costumes. They threw rice after the 
couple as they wheeled away. 


The imported reindeer is flourishing 
in Alaska, as the imported camel is flourish- 
ing in Australia. Thousands of camels were 
taken to Western Australia from India, and 
the camel-caravan bas largely supplanted the 
bullock-team, They thrive upon the natural 
shrubs of the country, such 4s sait-bush, 
wuttie, acacia, and mulga, They breed well, 
and the native are better than the freahly 
imported. 

In some villages of France aod 
Switzerland the baker's oven is in great vist 
quest, espectally in the autumn, when many 
poor people are allowed to gather the wind- 
falls in large orchards, The fruit, cored and 
quartered, is brought on the most primitive 
of trays, and 1s generally dried gratis after 
the baking 1s over for the day. Delicious 
wild berries are also dried in fmmense 
tities. . 

A venerable couple from « far West- 
ern town arrived at night ata seaside tavern. 
Weary, man and wife went at once to bed. 
Just as the husband was falling asleep he 
murmured: “Listen to the surf, Matilda; a 
glorious, worth the journey; | haven't hearc 
it for forty years.” In the morning they = 
no sea from windows or piazza. On inquiry, 
the busband discovered that @ powling alley 
had lulled him to rest. 


Attorney General Moloney, of 5prine” 
field, Lils., replying to the query, “Can wou 


quan- 


rer 


be legally appointed township en He 
has rendered an opinion that tne) 
yids the law provides that “No pt 
arred from any occupatior 
employment, except nilitary 


is 


treasurer ' 
if pr 


office 


A township 
and women may hold the 
This is a new ruling. 
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MY FRIEND. 


BY LOUISE A, NORTON, 











: If 1 could have you for my friend, 
| should not ask for more, 
Perhaps you'll smile and turn away, 
; And treat me as of yore. 


if | could bave you for my friend, 
Forgetful of the past; 

Those little words that pained me so, 
Which now and then were cast. 


If 1 could have you for my friend, 

I should so happy be, 
And know that God had sent this gift 
‘ From heaven, on earth to me. 


OF DEATH VALLEY. 








The place to which the rather forbid- 
ding name of Death Valley has been 
given, is situated on the borders of Cali- 
fornia and Nevada. It is one of the 
joneliest, hottest, and most deadly and 
) dangerous spots, not only in the United 
States, but in the whole world. It is 
no more than thirty-five miles long, and 
eight miles wide. It is a vast, sandy 
plain, standing something like 200 feet 
below the level of the sea. Originally a 
lake, it is now nothing more than the 
sink of the Amargosa River. 

On both sides, throughout its whole 
| length, it is hemmed in by mountain- 
| ranges rising to 11,000 feet above the 
sea-level; that on the west being the 
Telescope range, and that on the east, 
the Funeral range. Looking down the 
valley trom one of the ‘‘divides,’’ re- 
veals a region which seems, on the first 
blush, to be much like other deserts in 
the Western States of the Union—the 
Colorado Desert, the Gila Desert, the 
Mohave Desert, and the rest. But ac- 
tual experience shows it to be a very 
different. sort of place. In the waste re- 
giour just named, the sands are hot and 
blinding, and water is a rare com- 
modity. In the Death Valley there is 
water, but it is highly impregnated with 
, chemicals, and is poisonous. 

Stretching from the foot of the toun- 
: tains are glittering fields of salt, al- 
: ternating with miles of white sand, 
drawn in places into high mounds by 
the whirling blasts that sweep down the 
gorge. The land appears in curving 
outline like the waves of the sea. The 
hummocks are made of the so-called 
“self-risiug earth;’’ the crust is two or 
three inches thick, and very brittle; and 
underneath is a thin, slimy, salt mud ot 
unmeasured depth, from which rescue 

is impossible. 

Another curious feature of the valley 
is the phenomenon known as ‘“‘salt 
earth.’’ Innumerable pinnacles, each 
tapering to a point as fine as a needle, 
and each a foot big, rise in certain places 
in close array from the ground. ‘They 
are as hard as stone, and as dangerous 
0 animal life as sharpened steel. 

Death Valley received its name in the 
days of the Argonauts. About the 
middle of the year 1860, a wagon train, 
made up of a party of about thirty 
eMigrants, passed through the Mormon 
settlements, en route for the New EI- 
dorado, They ascended the Funeral 
Mountains, threaded their way down 
oue of the few gorges, and entered the 
valley. Only two men managed to 

. reach the other side; the others were 

killed by the heat and thirst, or by fall- 
ing into the hidden quicksands. 
_ Only a few months ago an investiyat- 
ing party sent out by the United States 
Land Office, found at a lonely spot iv 
Mesquite Valley, an offshoot to Death 
Valley, an old wagon head, a tire, and 
some pieces of old iron, relics of the fa- 
mous emigrant train which descended 
the valley thirty-six years ago, and 
Perished—every one of the party of 
forty being lost, 


Incidents such as these—and they | 


might be multiplied—earned for Death 
Valley a most unenviable reputation, 
‘od emigrants making across country 
“T the gold-fields. learned to give ita 
Wide berth But a story got abroad 
“\ there was precious metal in the 
neighh rhood, and mep, lured by ihe 
goblin gold, and consequently careless 


of their lives, started to explore it. 
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A survivor from one of the early emi- 
grant trains brought into San Francisco 
a story of how he stumbled along in a 
canon of the mountains west of the 
valley, and found a spring of water; aud 
how, sitting idly by the spring, he broke 
off a bit of the exposed rock, and was 
surprised to find it was of metallic sub- 
stance. It turned out to be silver, and 
there was a rush to the place, in the 
bope of finding a rich seam. 

A little later, a band of Mexicans 
came across a gold vein near the Amar- 
gosa River bed, east of Death Valley, 
but the Piutes of the desert came along 
and killed every one of them. 

In 1871, Lieutenant Wheeler, on an 
exploring trip, ordered his guide to 
cross the valley on foot. The guide de- 
clared it was impossible; so the Lieu- 
tenant called two suidiers, who, with 
fixed bayonets, compeiled the man to 
lead the way. Within two hours, one 
of the soldiers staggered back to camp, 
hardly able to walk; the others were 
lost—they became insane, and strayed 
away to die. 

Not many years ago a Frenchman, 
pamed Isidore Daunet, with six com- 
panions, attempted to cross the valley 
on the way to Arizona. The party 
started, and before they realized their 
condition, their water-supply was gone. 
Half wild with their sufferings trom 
thirst, they cut the throats of their pack 
avimals, and drank the spouting blood. 
Daanet and one other man escaped with 
their lives; the rest perished. Two days 
afterwards, the Frenchman tied up his 
head in a white handkerchief, and put a 
bullet through his brain. Almost in- 
variably the victims of the valley—save 
when they fall into the quicksands—-go 
mad before they die. 

The animal life of this strange quar- 
ter of the globe is, in many respects, 
uniaue, One of the greatest curiosities 
is the deadly ‘‘side-winder’’ snake, 
which is not found outside the deserts, 
It a rattlesnake, about eighteen inches 
long, and flops about from side to side, 
instead of crawling like other reptiles. 
Its bite is fatal in three minutes. The 
gila monster, a poisonous lizard hardly 
less deadly, is also found there. 

Then there are rats with extraordi- 
nary ears, which bulge out at the side 
to an extent known in no other animals. 
There are ‘‘kangaroo rats’’ and ‘*kan- 
garoo mice,’’ which get over the ground 
with a succession of vigorous hops, 
Their hind-legs and tails are surprisingly 
long and powerful. Dr. E, H. Merriam, 
of the Department of Agriculture, who 
led an exploring party into the neigh- 
borhood three years ago, says they ares 
not, in the true sense, either rats or 
mice, but belong to a species quite 
distinct. Another of the curious ro- 
dents of the valley is the scorpion 
mcuse, which feeds on scorpions, and, 
on the whole, has a good time of it. 
Again, there are the grasshopper mice, 
with a strong taste for centipedes, and 
the pocket mice, with huge wallets out- 


side their throats fur the storage of 


provisions, During March aud April, 
a species of gnat, which might beat a 
Jersey mosquito at his owb yame, ap- 
pears on the scene, aud stings both men 
and ‘“‘burros”’ lo madness, 


‘ brains of told. 








| near at hand when 


Whoever has a bad habit has a. 


mnaster. 


We best serve ourselves when we best | 


serve others. 

It is a great art to do the right thing 
at the right season. 

Men are most nearly right when they 
admit they are wrong. 

The man who bas the ‘big head’? 
often wears 4 stpall hat 


Every mxn who does wrong, is help- 


ing to lead an army of boys astray 
No man has any mercy on his own 
? 4 a 
‘ ere are pe pie ‘ae ¢ a 
I } w J 


Some people talk mu bh about what a 


] ‘ 


|} happy place heaven is, ana lo nothing to 


make their homes resemble tt. 
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Femininities. 


People can generally make time for 
what they choose to do. 


Ugliness of the right sort is a kind 
of beauty—it attracts ‘he observation and 
fixes the memory. 


Mignonette and yellow, pink or white 
tulips combine beautifully for an oval in the 
centre of a dinner table. 


When the face is overheated or smarta,7 
burns, irritates, etc., bathing with milk will 
be found very soothing and nice. 


Husvaod: A bachelor doesn’t know 
what home ts. Wife: Neither do some married 
men until long after midnight, 


He : Is this the first time you've been 
in love, darling? She, thoughtlessl): Yes; but 
it's so nice that | hope it won't be the last! 


Jack: Well, did you propose last 
night? Tom: Must have done itt. | know I 
meant to do tt, and lL know we're engaged; so 
whatever I said must have been all right 

Mr. Blinks, reading: ‘‘Man is by na- 
ture master, subduer, and tamer of " Mra. 
Blinks: “Ilusb! I should just Iike to see 
you " “Of the animal kingdom.” “Ob!r" 








At a political meeting in St. Georges, 
5. C., a fow nights ago, fifty-nine candidates 
for «Mces spoke, Regrets were freely ex- 
proseed that all of them could not be elected. 


**Maude Pryme is such a conscientious 
creature.”” “Her equal doesn't exts#t. Why, 
she didn't really enjoy kissing her flance un 
til he persuaded her that It was a solemn 
duty.” 

A short time ago a publisher brought 
out a book entitied “Advice to Pinta Women.” 
Only one copy has yet been disposed of, and 
that was taken by the office boy to his mother 
for curl paper. 


Practical aunt : Do you think you are 
qualified to become the wife of a poor mant 
Sweet girl: Oh, yes; it’s all fixed! Wo are to 
live in a cottage; and | know how to make 
cottage pudding. 


Haughty lady, who bas just purchased 
astamp: Must! putit on myself? Post office 
assistant, very politely: Not necessarily, 
ma'am; it will probably accomplish more tf 
you put tt on the letter.” 

Grandpa : Don’t get scared, Willie; 
the tiger is about to be fed—that's what makes 
him Jomp and roar so. Willle, easily: Oh, I 
ain’t afraid of him, grandpa! Papa's the same 
way when his meals ain't reudy! 


**Ah—”’’ asked the lady, ‘“‘this rouge 
will not—er—rub offf" “Oh dear, no merm,”’ 
said the clerk; “it is espectally warranted to 
stand all the kisses of investigation one’s 
feminine friends tinay Choose to try on it." 


Dr. Oliver Wendel}! Holmes ouce said 
that when he was young he liked his pratse 
in teaspoonfuls, that when he got older he 
preferred it In tablespoons, and that tn ad- 
vanced years he was content to receive tt tn 
ladies, 





Mutual friend: It really is shocking, 
dear, the way in which you and your hus 
band quarre) and carry on. | wonder you | 
don't separate from him. Injured wife: What! | 
go uway and leave him alone to do Just as he 
likes? Notine! | 

Elder sister: Come, Clarence, take 
your powder like aman, You never hear me 
making any complaint about such ua Mttle | 
thing asthat. Clarence: Netther would Lif i 
could daub it on my face; it is swallowing it 
that I object to. | 


Mrs. Poppin: Don’t you miss your | 
husband very much, now that he is away? 
Mrs. Golightly: Ob! not at all. You see he 
left me plenty of money, and at breakfast I 
just set a newspaper up in frontof his plate, 
and half the ttme | forget that he ts not there. 


*Pon’t you think,’’ asked the en- | 
thustastic young minister, that the time t+ 
wars will be no more?” 


“Goodness, no!’ exclaimed old Mra. Jason 
“War's about the only chance the men folks 
has to show that they alr really any use."’ 


Lawyer, cross-examining: Are you 
single? 

Female witness: No. 

Lawyer: Then you are a married woman? 

Witness: No. 

Lawyer: 50 you are a widow? 

Witness: No. 

Lawyer: But, my dear madam or miss, you 
must belong to one of these Classes, As what | 
shall l put you down? 

Witness: I am—an—eongayed woman 


Many years ago a lady called at the 


| establishment of a celebrated mad doctor 


money trom her husband 


She sobbed bitterly—she wasin yvreat trouble 
Her son, who had a large fortune, fancied 
himself a merchant's clerk engaged tn ex 
tensive mercantile transactions. She called 
with her son the next day by appotntment 
The doctor requested her to retire; she lett 
with a emall parcel, and the youth presented 
a bill for payment. The doctor had been pre 


pared for this form of Ineanity rhe young 
mat was pounced por by fe 
and eld y t ‘ 
+ 
“ a 
wit 
t< 4 thie loet 4 wife 
tensive pu mem fre 
sent her cierk with her ina cab to recetve the 
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FRasculinities. 
The management of the Austrian fe- 


male prisons ts tn the hands of female reil 
gious orders. 


“Who won that long distance walk- 
ing match?” “Spriggine.” “He did! Who was 
his trainer?” “His baby.” 


There is no man so friendless but that 
be can find a friend sincere enough to tell him 
diang rewable truths. 


The latest development of meanness 
isa man who turns his envelopes inside out 
and uses them a second time, 


““My wife and I get along very nicely 
without quarrelling.”” “How do you manage 
itt” “I'm a traveling salesman.” 


It is now declared that Bryan most 
resembies in personal appearance the late 
John McCullough, the tragedian. 


Many men show remarkably good 
teste In thetr selection of ties until they put 
their necks Into the matrimontal halter. 


*“Do you have a good deal of trouble 
changing servants?’ “No, tndeed; the last 
only stayed an hour, and the one before didn't 
even take off her hat." 


“Dawson is awfully in love with him- 
self.’ “Well, it's natural that a man should 
reciprocate the affection of the only person 
who ever admired him." 


Miss Frank: 1 believe in woman's 
rights. Jack Cleverton: Then you think 
every woman should have a vote? Miss 
Frank: No; but Lthink every woman should 
have a voter. 


A Florida boy bas shed his skin. It 
came Off tn a single piece from his neck down, 
and isa “perfect cast of the human form, and 
is about the consistency of bard glue, which 
it much resembles." 


“The doctor ordered your husband 
whisky for bie rheumatism. Does it do him 
any goed?" “ile says it does him a world of 
cood, but I notice the twinges come upon him 
more frequently than ever.” 


A map at Lexington, Ky., a few days 
ago thought his young son was dead and 
ordered a coffin for him. Before the coffin 
arrived the boy revived, and now stands a 
good chance for recovery. 


Husband, during domestic diflerence : 
i don't know how itis that you have such a 
bad temper, Wile, with whom patience bas 
ceased to be a virtue: It's because lve kept tt 
tow long—far too long. No wonder it's bad. 


She: You may say what you will, I 
think you willl find that women are less 
wicked than men. Lexpect that heaven will 
be Inhabited principally by women. He: Very 
likely. The men, of course, will generally be 
found tn the smoking room below, 


Nell: I felt awfully sheepish last 
night. 

Belle: Why? 

Nell: Chartie called me hte little lant 

Kelle: Maybe he was tryltng to pull the wool 
over your eyes 


*“Well,”’ said the philosopher to the 


} man who was tired, “you know that nothing 


worth having can be wot without hard work.” 
“That's what makos me so tired of you phil 
osophers,” was the reply “‘You are always 
making that remark, and enying tt as tf tt 
were something to be thankful for.” 


Thomas Morris, addressing the Staf- 
fordshire, England, tron and steel managers, 
wentioned baving tn hit possession drawn 
wire worth # 32a pound, or more than en 
perton. Hatrepring wire te worth $400,000 pet 
ton, and the barbed wire used by dentists tn 
tooth nerve extraction @21%) 000 perton. The 


buste material of all is ordinary cheap ore 


The following good story about Mr. 
and Mra. Gladstone comes from Cannes, They 
were sitting near the pulpit; but, when the 
seriogonm began, Mr (sladatone turned te bite 
wife, and anid trritably, “I can’t hbesar' 
“Never mind, my dear, elie replied, in a 
Whisper loud enough to reach the pulpit 
“never mind; wo to sleep It will do you 
much nore good” 


The London Sketch says tbat Sir 
Henry Irving onée entered « train in London 
and found that four puseenyvers already cn 
cupled the corners of the carilage, and had 
appropriated the rest of the sents for thetr 
portmanuteaus, As no one moved Sir Henry 
continued to stand, holding on to the bat rafl 
After a while one of the passenyvers sulkily 
beyan to move his lugyage from the seat, see 
ing which the actor remarked in bis blandest 
tone, “OO, please don't let me disturb you 
Im vetting out at Scotland 


Lord Aberdeen tells the following 
story of himeecif Hie left London at midnight 


in a sleeping car forthe North In the mort 
lng, When he was awakened, be anwa strange: 
Opposite hiu 
“Ph acuse mie minded Chie t we i y Il unk 
if you are 
wi t eal ords ! rer ed 
Ciimt he wae trie y* 
+f Dye “ 
A“ " 
tu “ 
the «= pot at s 


——— 
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Latest Fashion Phases. 


The ceci¢ed reaction against all heavy 
Interlinings is increasing. Physicians have 
loudly protested against all the extra 
weight that these linings, edded to already 
heevy and widely distended skirts, pro- 
duce 

It wae just thie «tate of things formeriy 
thet brought back the hoop skirt into 
favor, which, ugly though \t wes and in 
convenient, was certainly an iunprove 
ment the heavy-lined voluminous 
ekiria that were far too weighty for either 
comfort or health. 

To imitate the coloring of some bird by 
biending different materials together has 
been the alm of the millinera, who, it uust 
be confessed, have succeeded much better 
than would bave been suppowssd 
The peacock hat is immensely fashionable 


on 


proms ible, 


and ix considered suitableto wear with 
any costume. A dark blue fancy straw 
shading into green has the entire crown 
ooversd with tulle of both blue and green 
‘uriously twined together, and put on #e 
full that aliusoat the entire bat is covered, 
The tulle te also arranged In tbowe at the 
back, while straight across tbe hal, in the 
form of « spread out fan, ie a epray of 
biack feathera, which have been numed 
of until only the potnts are .eft ful Un- 
derneath the masses of tulle around the 
brim «and at (he back where the brim turns 
Up), are magenta Due roses Ue asRed Clomely 


together, which give just the wart: tone 


Dece=-ary The combination of ooloring 


is certainiy Lemutiful, but the hat is «oie 
what heavy in appearance 

A toilette in rose taffeta, with 
black has a quaint 
skirt, which fortns a sbort 


aA #irin!! 


dot adoutie 


peasant 


apron in the 


frontand long panels at either stile, bor 


dered with tiack velwet rit 


wide while three 


on one mech 


rowaeoot the same trim- 
fr gore, 


ef mous*eline de 


ming aiorns the bottom of tae 
The 


nit 


blouse bo tiee of re 


sole bas a deep collet of the same bordered 
With the rio te m ta tog tnt greeeftal rip 
ples ail round the neck, Two straps of 
the ribi« m extending from the shoulders 
tole waist Ornamen. cither side of the 
frout ani teek. The cein ure f black 
ealiti has a deep point eatending over the 


ekirt and fastens at the back under a chi 
bow ofthe same, The silk collar taud is 
enetrcled by a single row of the nitbbeon, 
ab thas larye Oulstandiog loops al lace at 


the back The Dishop sleeve iaoft Latleta, 


in with wo 


the 


and ei bellimsted 
ribbon, ex ending from 
the atralgbt cafl of silk 
with the rlboon ted 


bow al the back, and 


any rowsoaf 


ehoutder to 
whieh ts bordered 
a“ 


is excigred weith 


th slyiish 


“op 


sisal! 
ad 
frill of white lace falliug over the hand. 


An attire ive gowa in blue demin basa 
full, plata skirt with adeep bem stitcebved 
with witte 

A anugiy fitted bodies is enriched boln 


front aod back with Lire bo pails of lie 


demin, stitebed one-quarter of an inch 
from either edge, the front ones being 
trimmed from the nec kK t the bost with 
Wo setles of fancy wt t peemri t tious, 
The belt is white leather, The draped col- 
lar bane «f white taffeoia ritoon Lassa 
Saiart bow of the sameatl the beck Phe 
igot sleeves are trimmed with «a pomted 
eum stiched and garnished with pear! 
buttons Tots same stvle is very effoctiv 
in either prpue or check woolens 

Skirle are worn quile. @V ail afr ne 
no te neer behind than te ore ts «ie @ are 
confined to the back, and ititie r rea ltry 
isemployed, quite plain skirt« being pre 
ferres, altbough a (tle ornamentation is 
adtinisei ble. 

Pretiy capes aro seen, to accompany 
dainty calling c mtu nes Phey are of od 
red of old biue old goid or dull green 
broche, line i and trigkmed with black or 
white unouseciine de soie. Fiounces 


thick ruches, choug, @laborate coliars and 
nbooms are used Upon them in profusion, 

Traveliog gowns are preferably simpie, 
bulct perfect Hnisn aiastvie, They are 
of fine alpeace or mohair orof mixed goods, 
since the last named aréextreaely service 
able and do dust or 


Covert cloth ts aduntrable for 


not show moos ure 
the purpose, 
The tallor-wade effect is usualiy prefer 
the skirt being 


and baving 


red, 
plain, bul iimed witn silk 
only a baircloth 
facing, say from three to five tocues wide, 


very narrow 


Suilcbing, stTaps and butions are permit- 
ted as ornamentation. Toe upper part 
the costume fregueatiy consists of a coat 
with iowe Ir t* ening «aA “ over a 
Me? ® or t# aie f ara ‘ 

ne ™ 4 ¥ 
ia * “ are I 
‘ + . 

“Te a =] o ae | . ‘ 

ot four bu  i@npglih, Or giece biat 


eo 
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rita gloves form an appropriate finish to 
the costume. 

A fashionable walking costume is of 
qxreen serge, the tablier of the piain skirt 
being bordered at the foot and the right 
side by a bias band of bisck satin. The 
left side is adorned with three clasps in 
biack passementerie. The bodice hae s 
bias, stretched back, the front opening 


over a plastron of white faille gathered at | 


M otife of 
sites of 


the waist. 
ment the 


passementerie orna- 
the front. The wide 


pared moulds, and set it away ina cool 
piace to become firm. 

Canary Pudding.—The weight of three 
egg® in flour, sugar, and butter. Mix flour 
and suger, cream the butter, add it, bave 
the three eggs beaten (whites and yolks 
separately), add the yolks, lastly the 
whites; put into a shape, bake or boil. 
Serve wine sauce. 

Worm.eaten Furniture.—Rub the furni 


/ture with mercurial ointment, filling in 


eollar of white faille ts bordered by a bia | 
| 


band of satin, and there is a neck ruche of 
white Toe wristof the bias siceve 
is adorned with a motifof passementerie 
and a lace frill. 


iaceé, 


indications that hint of 
autumn are skirts ornamented 
around the foot by narrow bands of velvet 
puton flat. Others are encircled by simi- 
bands to the height of siz or seven 
This fashion of velvet on worsted 


other 
atyles 


Amoug 


jar 
inc 1. e*, 
goods promises to be a winter feature, for 
other ekirts having quliles 
and points of velvet Dgures 
likewise on Prodi 


will! 


are seen 
velvet, with 


ea in the form of square 


or round beleros, and motife variously dis 


pomed, with lace or embroidery com posing 


revers or flate <qnilles In fact, velvet or- 


namentation of 


hight 


dark and 
thing 


~orselunmies tk bb 


seemeato he the one thal l* 


¥ decided with 


fr respect to cool weather 
wardrobes. The newer form of «leewes, in 
whieh a tight close portion is opposed by 


a Dbouftant arrangement 


opp 


Tt 
ak 


give an excelent 


rtuntty for combinations of goomt« 


in also wale counl upoo a Variety of 


models and innumerabie 
without 


These 


allractive cape 


short sacks, with or 


piaila, made 
are having 


trut 


quite straight latter 


a. reaty, 
reaciliv 


q lite a vogue tm Par 


per- 
haps they wi 
I. 


eolored el 


lex accepied 


' i 
tin’ 


ace 


here ng fitting ceateort light 


oth, roei with large buttons 


and revers and collar of velvet of various 


s-ades, wil! te wor 


As for hata, tt this 


wi 


ix miore ull lo predict 

ba, 
tle 
eit hats are lkelv 
ack fe.t bats 


Urea, 


what theiret? “erietics for tash- 


iar 


tons in talilinery . 


x" 
largely 


are ine ing even 


than lark ¢ 
to t 


will 


im whe. 


” Worn, and °t 


ACCOIDPaAnV many Giegant 


(ostrich feathers wil be employet in all 


aorts of ways aniin profust nb, being the 


principal ornament to be uaet 
ae 


by 


A costumeof blue alpaca t the plain 
faround Che fo 
the 


rmanwier 


skirt adorne ‘we nar- 
row bands of blue galloon 
the 


blotise Doatioe bas a 


tablier tbe. 


ing outlined in The 


tad basque 


Battie 


ri 


short ti 


the holes already made, and the ravages 
will be arrested. Of course, this ointment 
must not be applied to inlaid brass or 
bubl. 

Handies of Knives.—To take out stains 
from ivory handles, takea piece of soft 
flannel, dipit in chloride of lime (mind 


| your fingers have no cuts or abrasions of 


i ent 


skin), rub the stain well away, pass the 
flannel! over the whole handle; do all this 
as quickly as possible, wash the handle in 
seapand waterto getall the chioride of 
lime off again. 

Orange Brandy.—T» three quarts of pale 
brandy, pour into an op’ n vessel, add two 
pounds fine sugar, then the rinds of six 
Seville oranges and the juiceot twelve; 
then add quart of skimmei milk boiling 
hot, and let it stand eignt days, stirring it 
well eac' at on the 
eighth day strain througha flannel 
and bottie it for use. 

Polteh.—A 
vest means of rubbing and 
furniture. 


day once least; then 


bag 
goed beeswax polish is the 
polishing oak 
It will not darken the color of 
the wood as linseed oll does, and in every 
respect (here is nothing equai for the pur- 
pose, noteven French polishing. 

Bread Poultice.—In a smail and = per- 
fectiy clean saucepan have a teacupful of 
bolling water. Add breadcrambs, or the 
crumbs of as ale loaf; an ounce and a half 
to two ounces will be sufficient for this 
quantity of water, and let it aoak over the 
tire for about five minutes. Then turn it 
Into a piece of rag, and spread it of suitable 
size and evenly. This plan insures ita ba- 
ing Pot 

Potato Cheese —Cut some cold boiled 
potatoes into slices and put them into a 
well buttered pie dish, add some cheese 
into slices, somes cayeroe pepper and 


| salt, repeating this until the dish is nearly 


full; then pourover the whole one pint of 
milk. Hake in a quick oven one hour. 
Apple Padding.—Patinto a basin halfa 
pound of bread crumbs, the same weight 
of appies, after they are peeled, cored, and 
eulup, @ quarter of a pound of sugar, and 
the same quantity of dried currants ( well 
washed). Beatup a» quarter of a pound of 
butter, whisk into the latter three or four 
exces, add some grated lemon rind, and 
briskly stir this iuto the other ingredients. 
Put the mixture into a buttered basin, tie 
over with a cloth, and boil gently for three 


hours, taking care that the water does not 


| boli ower the pudding. 


Ee onomical Breakfast Dish —Boil a 
smoked haddock and an egg: take the 
bones out of the haddock and the egg out 
of the shell, mix together, and eat with a 
fork and spoon. No amount of flesh-food, 
in moderation, can give quite so much 
bodily support to a hard worker as a meal 
like this, 


2 een of Puddings.—Half a pint of fine 


breadcrumbs, one pint of milk, half a tea 


and opens tn frontover a plastron of blue 
alpaca, The very large ssilor collar is of 
white failie and om (Urimimed with two 
bands of jarrow galioon. The beit is lke 
wise of white failie, the ratvat being of 
white tutie with aoe Gr. Lace frilis 
futishtiew sts 
Odds and Ends. 
iN A VARIELY OF SURI RIN 

Becablos Potatoes.— Pare and slice po 
tatoes tt Hutter an earthen pudding 
Gieb, puttin a layer of potatoes and season 
With salt, pepper and butter and a littie | 
finaly minced ion, Spr kie wit a iittie i 
flour and add another laver of pytato; con 
tinue t the dish i« full, and pour acup 
f f milk over ail Bake lhree Quarters 
ft an hour 

kegs “eran ed wit M asnrooms, — 
Train aif « (mn nushroowus, and 
uti «| toes Put two tablespoonfuls of 
terilter th a SK et anal et 't become hot, 
then add the roust ms; when these are | 
waruied through add eight eggs, well 


tnbies, errett 


beateu 


Cook u 


and serve 


With four ils of cream, 


mtil @gas are sei. “eas 


To vuyake almond 
chariolte, soak bafta “package of gelatine 
ih acupoet cole two 


Almond Charlotte 


hail \ water hours 


cupful of brown sugar, two yelks of eggs 

weil beaten), the rind of a lemon grated, 
a pieces of butter the sizeof half an egg: 
bake all lightly in a pie-dish, and, when 
done, spread over a layerof any kind of 
jam that is preferred. Whip the whites of 
the two eggs with a dessertspoonful of 


sifted sugar, in which has been stirred a 


nm to taste, | 


|} should not 


Bianen oe cup of slujond meats and chop | 


them Mose Put thred large spoonfule of 
Kranu sfed sugarhgn & saucepan over the 
fire, aud when it//s melted put im the nut 
uieats apd stiemrntil they become sligntly 


browned; Tem ve frou: the hre, and when 
them fine Putin 
and one balf cups of 
miik and the rolied meats, and pisce over 
the Beat light 


and add to them three quarters of acup of 


tbe meats are cold roli 


a double bolier one 


fhre the yol&ss of two eggs, 


sugar Draw the boiling milk to one side 
of the fre and gradually stir in the egg 
mixtures. Putin the soaked gelatine and 
st afew n i Ss; remove guickiy from 
€ ange a he et * ar f 

«A + “ « ean 

« " % © & x . 

a! ~ ~ ma ’ ~ 
f pped creau:, and st - 
thick that it cannot settie. Turn into pre 


drep of essence of lemon; spread over the 
pudding, and repiace it in the oven (which 
be very hot) until tightly 


browned. It may be eaten either hot or 


cold, 

Chicken a la Casserole. — Procure a 
French casserole of brown earthen ware, 
with a close-fitting cover. Prepare the 
ehicken by singeing ana drawing, but 
without stuffing. Put itin the casserole, 


| cover the breast and legs with slices of 


; and lard them well. 


bacon, put one pint of hot brown etock in 
the pot, with four potatoes cut in bails, 
and six very smal! onions or garlica 
the casserolein the oven, and cook until 
the chicken is tender, usually from forty- 
hive minutes toan hour, without 


remov- 
Ing tne cover. When done, season to 
taste, and serve in the casserole. The 
ebicken is delicious when cooked in thia 
way. Sdouid it be a tough fowl, more stock 
should be added, and t should K at 
east two t rs t e tender 
saréailia Creme ake % € Pa 
har partiy break off the torelegs, re € 
the skin from the fillets and haunches 


Remove the bone of 


Pat | 











For headache (whether sictror nervous), toothache 
neuralgia reeawaiem lumbage, pains and weak 
in the b ck, spine oF Kicneys, palin around the liver 
risy. swelling of the) ines acd pains of af) bins 
he application of Ratway's Ready Relief will at pj 
lmmediate case, and its coutinued use fora few aay, 
effe_ts a permanent cure. 


A CURE FOR ALL 
SUMMER COMPLAINTS. 


DYSENTERY, DIARRHEA, 
CHOLERA MORBUs. 


A half to a teaspeonful of Rewly Kelief tn 3 hair 
tarnbler of water, repeated as often as the di«harges 
coutioue, aud a Manne! saturat d wits Realy Relies 
placed over the stomach or bowels, will afford im. 
meiiate elicf and sow, eff cta cure. 

Intervalls —A naif t+ a teaspoonfal in half a tambier 
of water will. in a few mivutes, cure ( retips, Spans 
Sour Stemach, Naurea V-.miting, Hearthern, Nee. 
vousness Slecplesspess, Sick Heatache, Flatuleucy 
a dal inte: nal pains. 

Malaria in Its Various Forms 
Cured and Prevented 

There is bot a retaetial agent in the work! that = 
cure fever and ague and al. other malar axs Milica 
and other fewers. aided by KADWAY'S VILLs « 
quickly as KAD WA\°S READY RELIFF. 

Price Weccnis per bottle. Seld by ail druggi«ts 


adway’s 


Pills 
Always Reliable Purely Vegetable 


Perfeetly 


oo, 





tas’eless, elegantly ccate1, ait meu 
la « purify. cleause and strengthen tADPWAYT's 
VILLS .or the cure © all disorders of the s.omat 
K.wels, Kidneys Bhetider, Nervous Diissaws, Duzazi- 
ness, Vertign, Costivenmess, Piles 


Sick Headache, 
Female Complaints, 


Biliousness, 
indigestion, 
Dyspepsia, 
Constipation 


And all Disorders of the Liver. 


Oteerve the following symptoms re ailing [ 
diseases of che digestive orgrus: (uustiisatie t 
ward piles, fulluess of bieod Jp the head, acidity « 
stomach, nausea, hearthbarn, disgust of towel fallees 
ef weight in the -tomach, sooreructa bets snaking 
fluttertma of the heart, choking or suffucativg 
thas When in a lylag pestare, climtiess of Viri 
<r webs before che sight, fever amd dull pais 
head, deficiemey of pers, iration, yellow ness wf The ss 


“os 


n, det 
i 


aml eyes, pallu im the side chest, Ui. try. and art 
flushes of heat, bur ing ia the flesh 
few umes of RADWAY's PILLS wil ft tis 


A 
system of all the aleve named dtsorders 


PRICE 25 CTS. A SOX. SOLD BY ORUSEISTS 


the hind-lezs so asto be able to fatten 
them to the body, and tie it round neatly. 
Lay the bare in a good sized baking Un, 
salt it weil, cover it with bot butter. Bake 
it for twenty minutes in a fairly-hot oven, 
basting it frequentiy with dripping. Cover 
it with a pint or moreof siigbtiy sour 
crearn or milk, then bake it till done, 
basting with the liquor in the tin. Dshit 
up on a Suitable dish. Add to the con- 
tents of the baking-tin a little melted 
giaze; iet it come to a boil, stirring steadily 
till slightly recuced and thickened, and 
pour tt through a strainer ali over the 
hare. Sweet fresh cream or milk can be 
used instead of sour. The sauce in (this 
case should be thickened with a little but 
ter worked with flour and fine cboppe 
parsley; and a jew drops of vinegar must 
be stirred in at the iasit moment 


—_ 


OVERRATED —There is a widespresd be 
lief that the five senses of saveges sre ** 





-—_ 


traordinarily sharp and acute; and to ‘He 
matter of vision especiaily, popular oF'® 
ion would award the paim to the Jnalan. 
The popular notion is, however, c.early in 
the wrong. 

An English traveler in South America 
recently had occasion to tesi ibe question. 
He was greatly surprised to find that '' 
guides could distinguish objects wh ue 
conid not make outat all. 

Thus, whena tiny speck appeere’ ” 
the landscape of the pampss, * ©* pas 
could tell by the sight and moveme sts 

He sunee 


what manner of thing it was 
quently discovered that this extraordinary 
range of vision wae due more to 1008 ez 
perience than to the actual posses: 
keen eyes. For when he took tw" ' t 
guides off their native heath, 


and gave 


them unfamiliar sights and scenes . 
city, neither could see any better than ® 
ordinary person. 
As a matter of fact, the five sens™ a 
Indian or savage are dull comps‘ 
the five senses of civilized ma 
petent authority says thats ss8"™. ' 
ut few ghts, hears lew & “ 
tastes but few flavors, smo.s ’ 
odora, and that his waoie fe is na 


and bilunt 





Her diolden Glory. | 


BY A. 5. 








“The truth were kinder to you, 

my poor child. You may prolong 

your mother’s life by your loving care of 

per, but cure is impossible; and it were 

hardly kind to wish ber with us jong, 
seeing how st.e suffers.” 

The speaker, a kind-faced man of middle 
age, looked with softened eyes on the 
pained pale face of the girl before him. 
There was something very pathetic about 
the wan weary looks of the child-woman, 
in her shabby scanty dress of some dali 
color that seemed to barmonizs with the 
sadness of her surroundings. 

lt wasa poor bouse in a shabby genteel 
stree’', a street that tradesmen hurried 
through with gloomy looks, for everything 
about betokened poverty and debt. 

The doctor’s wellappointed carriage 
which was now waiting at the door was an 
object of intense interest to a group of 
hungry looking, tagged little youngsters 


he you give one word of hope ?”’ 


' 
| 





who waited to see the doctor get in and be | 


driven away in finestyle by his grey- 
beaded coach man. 

Dr. James leaned back in his cushioned 
seat with a troubled look in his keen grey 
eyea. The picture of tha: young haggard 
face baunted him painfully. 
usualiy so im preesionabie, 

Yet truly it was sad w see how that poor 
lonely child clung tothe fragile life that 
was fast drifting away to where there is 
no pain. He bad done his best, but God 
bad willed that no man’s best should 
equal the mercy of His. 

Dining in bis bandsacme stately house 
that night with his grave-eyed motheriess 
little son sitting opposite qim, Dr. James 
again thoughtof the girl whose misery 
bad touched his heart. 

He caressed his little lad’s bright bair 
with a strong tender touch as he thought 
of the girl passing the lung night-watches 
alone by the side of her dying mother, 
thought of her till a great restlessness fell 
upon bim and caused him to finish bis 
dainty meal with haste: then kissing his 
boy tenderly he said: 

“No frolic to-night, Guy: papa has wok 


late hour? They had no friends. Yet stay, 


| might not the doctor come back? Yes, it 


must be him. 

Snateching up the light, Hope descended 
the stairs, timid and stepping fast, opened 
the door, and let in the murk and wist of 
the wet night, and with it the strong he!lp- 
ful presence she had iearni to prize more 
than she knew. 

“Oh, it is so good to see you. 
of you to come again !”’ 

Excitement at seeing him so unex pect- 
edly bad brought a pink flush to her child- 
like face,a brightness to ber big brown 
e 

‘The doctor looked at ber amazed. It 
had never occurred to him to think her 
pretty, seeing her with ai! the bloom and 
freshness of youth crushed out by sorrow. 
Now, noting her marveilous bair, he 
thought: 

“What wonders happiness would do for 


How kind 


} this poor child.”’ 


But nothing of these thoughts showed in 
his looks as witha grave kind swile he 
took tbe door out of her feeble hold and 
closed it, saying: 

“I thought | would ivok in to see how 
you were geliingon. How is your mother 


| pow ?’ 


He was not | 


to do—work, my boy, that must not wait 


for pleasure.”’ 
Then he hurned away that he might not 
be tempted to stay by the disappointment 


in his darling’s eyes. Bidding «a servant | 
peck a bottle of wine, and a few fine | 
bunches of delicious blooming grapes, he— 
prepared to go out intothe gloom of the 


winter's night. 

“Shall I order the carriage, sir?’’ asked 
the scandalized footman, who esteemed 
bis master’s dignity next only in import- 
ance to bis own. 

“No, Dare, I will walk. Give me the 
basket. Thanks. Oh, and the umbrella; 
it rains, I see.’’ 

A moment later bis tail figure was lost 
in ibe gloom of the nigbt. 

in a dimly-lighted, bare-looking bed- 
chamber, a sick woman slept heavily that 
sicep that comes to rest the poor body be- 
fore the great wrestie with death comes to 
quiet pain for all time. 

Standing beside ner is the one thing in 
the worid she grieves to leave, her only 
chiid—preity pale Hope Rivers. There ‘s 
a look of fear and dread in the loving eyes 
that are fixed so inquiring!y upon the 
grey chill looks of the dying woman. 

“Poor darling, she sieeps weil, it will 
rest her. Surely she is easy now, for she 
smilies, 

With a littie sob of pain the girl with 
noiweless steps crossed the room and stood 
before a little table with a small !ooking- 
xlase upon it and a few toilet necessaries. 

Sbe looked with unpitying eyes upon 
the wanness of her reflected face. How 
quiet i was, how miserabiy the rain beat 
upon the window pane. Sne was weary 
¥ith long watching and ber eyes drooped 
beavily with sleep she dared not take. 

So to keep yourseif awake she unbraided 
allthe wonderful weaiti of golden bair 
(bat was ber only glory. such living locks 
of ruddy beauty, that fluttered fairy ilke 
from the fettering comb, and covered her 
with a mantie o! loveliness. 

It was really wonderful bair, of great 
length and silkiness, waving with ripples 
of light, and luxuriant as the compassion- 
até tresses that veiled the nude fairness of 


rodiva, 
>... 
Hope, womanlike, bad prideand pleas 
~ 
ré in ber bair. for t gave bers ne @sili 
Seauly Dut st now t + Was rg 
J 

ten, she only brushed and tended 


Acep awake. 
She paused in ber task to listen to the 
firm strong step of a man in the quiet wet , 


‘Sleeping so sweely. Come up and 
look atber. It makes ine al.uost ho peful 
to see her => casy.”’ 

The doctor followed her up the dark 
Darrow stairs silentiy, and, seeing the 
calm sieep of the sick woman, said: 

“| do not think sbe will suffer any more 
pain. Soade tbe light there; so) Saxe will 
sleep for bours. Come downstairs, and 
let me speak to you, child. ’ 

“I have oo other lamp,” said Hope, 

“No matter, the lamplight shines on 
your window.”’ 

Standing beside himin the poor littie 
parior, with her tair face turned to the 
lamplight, Hope waited impatientiy for 
bim to speak. 

Her composure burt him, for he knew 
how much itcost her. Moved by a divine 
compession, be put out his hand and 
touched her radiant iittie head, saying in 
a tender tone: 

Poor child, you are s» young to be left 
alone in this hour of trouble. Is there no 
friend wbo willcume and wait witb you 
till this anxiety is ended ?"’ 

Hope crepta little cioser to him; she 
felt, just then, ber full peed of compan 
ionsbip. 

In an awe struck voice, with great yes 
tioning eyes that seemed to read his soul, 
she said - 

“There i- no one. 
soon ?" 

“Yes On, my poor little girl, do rot 
look like tbat. The poor mother will secon 
be taken beyond ali troubles. Yes, child, 
soon, very soon. It might be days or it 
might be beurs, but it must be soon. 
That is why I wieh you had someone with 
you. It is not right you shouid be all 
alone. You are so young, and it must be 
such a bitter grief to you.’”’ 


Will the end cime 
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| Strest, them agentic knock caused her to | dawned, damp and dreary as oviy « Lon- 
_start. Who could come tothem at that 


don dawncan be, and Hope's tired eyes 
found no exuitation in the light, for it 
showed her more pisinly the inex plicaple 
ebange in her dear one. 

“Could you get me a cup of tea, 
Queenie?’ asked a week voice. 

Hope’s heart sank; there was no provis- 


ion against even such a simple meal as | 


thie in the bare house, and she bad no 
money or any bope of getting any. 

She brought the invalid the juicy grapes 
the doctor had left, and the rich wine, but 
though the poor mother took them grate- 
fully, there was still the desire for “a cup 
of hot tea.”’ 

“Try to doze again, dariing, whiie | go 
to get vou one,” said Hope, ehiie she 
hopeiessiy wondered how thai littie need 
could be satisfied. 

She quickly went through their poor 
possessions. Nothing to seil, positively 
no' bing that would raise a shiliing. 

While she worried over it, ber bair, 
carelessly knotted up, tambied down. 
She took itin her bands impatien'tiy—it 
looked like a rope of gold. How «he 
wished itwas! Why, sureiy it was worth 
money, though. She would see. 

Tying op an oid bonnet, she ran from 
the house, through the poor street into a 
handeoms road, where the snopkeepers 
were taking down their shutters. 

In the window of one, a merry-eyed old 
man was unveiling a wax emprees with 
wonderfully dressed treasea. 

Hope went in, and with treathiess: baste, 
sald: 

“Do you buy hair?’ 

‘Certainly, miss, as much as we can 
got, if it is good.”’ 

“Is mine good 7" said «he taking off her 
bonnet and shaking down all her golden 
giorv in a dazziing massof Lewiidering 
brightness, 

‘“Jod bless me! you have beautiful hair 
But why sell your chief attraction 7" asked 
the old man, touching the soft meshes 
gently with covetous hands 

‘*Recause | want money. My mother i« 
dying, every momentisan ageoft agony 
that | am away trom her. Give me money 
andteke my pur hair Ll would sell mv 
soul to give my darling ease. Ke quick 
oh, please be quick. Think how the pre 
clous time fleas Give me the sctesors; 
nee, there itis. every tock of it. Take t', 
and give me the money "’ 

The old wan took the soft meshes in bi« 
band He was perplexed, put out by her 
haste and eagerness, Somehow «be mas- 
tered bia cautious slow nature 

Hetook a severeign outof the till: the 
mass of glittering hair shamed the coin 
ber pleading eyes, too, toid with bin —and 
he took out another and thrust them int« 


| her hand, saying: 


touched her, she tried to tell him she was | the sick fancy turned from the fool it had 


grateful to him for bis interest in her, that 
she meant to be brave, but, somehow, 
words would not come. She felt faint. 
In truth, but littie food had passed ber 
lipsthatday. The iamplight seemed to 
dance, then wavered and went out. 

Laying ber upon the scrubby little sofa, 
Dr. James opened the window that the 
cold wet air might biow upon her, then he 
quickly mounted the stairs to get the only 
light. Thesick woman stili slept serenéiy, 
the lull before the storm. 

He took the flickering light to the lower 
room where Hope stiil lay likea dead 
thing, all ber lovely hair falling about her 
like a golden shroud. 

“A dreamof goidand white woman- 
bood,”” thought tbe doctor as he bent over 
her, and remembered the wine he had 
brought with him, he quickly knocked oft 
the neck of the bottie, and then forced 
some of the lifesaving fluid between the 
girl's pale lipa 

Sbecame'to herself with a start anda 
vine flush at sight o! ber bared neck, then 
with grave womenliness thanked him, 
and twisted up ber balir into a great untidy 
koot, while ebetalked to nlm about ber 
mother. 

Atter he had persuaded her to drink 
some more wine, he ieft her to ber dreary 


Vigli, shut up s:one in that dreary house 
~ “ 'a® ly g wFoman 
. —_ A weig ~ “ # 
- ear tie lete ¢ 
eS 
¢ someone in the norpning who we 
stay with ibe j r girl, Dut 


vetween ther 
and (be moro t 


Then the inm>vitabie day of dissolution 


ng iay the long dark night. 


‘There, there, it's wore than it's worth 
Kun away, run away.” 

Oniy stopping to buy the few things 
they needed, Hops bastened home. Thank 
God, the poor mother still slept. 

With loving haste, Hope providel a 
cosy meal against the time when those 


; | loved eyes should unclose again. 
The tender kindness of his words 


But bitter was ber disappointment when 


cost her so much to get. 
How bard it was to see the sand of that 
dear mother’s life siowly dwindle duwn 


; snrely the love for a mother is the strong- 


ost and purest of one's li’e 

"Tis gratitude biended with pure affec 
tion, and a passionate clinging to the ust 
un6ifish love life can give. 

But love cannot boi life longer than the 
Divine passion sees fit to prolong it. 

So when the good doctor came that day, 
he found a caigs cold corpse with a look of 
beaven on ita lace, and by iis «life a sense 
jews iiitie hgure, whose was face was uy 
turned to the light, and whose graceful 
head was shorn of ali tte glory; the crown 
of womanhood was gone, and tike an un- 
throned queen, Hope tay blessedly uncon 
scious of all things 

“Have I been 1117’ asked Hope «a tionth 
later, opening her boliow eyes in «a cosy 
room, witha kind old woman watching 
ber. 

The plump old lady seemed to have lost 
her tongue, for she weut nolselessly away, 


andin ber stead came the doctor witha! 


giai loom in bis eyes. 
Hoiding her wee white hands, he toid 
her with gentie careof alitiat bad hap 


pened since that day wher 


Soe, the wan 4weet ina Je . away 
€ ’ i « * st wea 
~ 
« - * 
€ o t 4 
16F } 
Then she told bim simply with ry 
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eyes of that terrible next moraing,jand 
why she had sold her goiden giory, and 
when she had finished, he gravely stoog d 
and kissed her tenderly, aa though he 


' took her for evermore into his keeping 


The wonderful snow epread ite pure 
bands upon the earth in benediction, and 
the Christmas chimes seung out their 
merry melody, as Dr. James, coid and 
tired, came outo! thechill wir into the 
cosy fire-lit room, where Hope sat with 
the toy cradied in ber ara in the fuil 
giow of toe frelight. The sight set his 
heart singing, It seemed to say, ‘ne more 
loneliness,’’ 

Crossing to their side, he took them 
botb io bis big arms and said: 

“lt can't let you go, Hope, my darling. 
I have told the rector to get another 
teacher for bis boys We need you most, 
this litticiad aod 1. Sey you will stay, 
dariing: be my weife, the mother of my 
boy. I love—oh, | love you more than I 
can say.”’ 

Hope put a timid hand about his neck, 
and drew his head beside his Goy's on her 
Dreast, and kisved bia coyly with pure 
fresh lips thet bad 
another man. 


never ©) caressed 


—— oe 

Very Pourk Tee Saxons asrea very 
pollle people, so over-polite that they uot 
infrequentiy bring dewa ridicule upon 
themes en 

litused to be teld ia Dresden that oa 
siraugerio thecity was one day crossing 
the great bridge thatepans the Eibe, aod 
asked a native to be directed to « certain 
church which he wished te ind 

“Keally, my dear ir,’ said the Dros 
don r, bowing low, *l grieve greatiy 
say it, but | cannot tell you.” 

The stranger passet on, « little surprised 
atthia volubleanewer toa simple ques 
tion. He bad proceeded buts few rata, 
when he heard sarried footsteps behind 
bim, and, turning, saw the same man run- 
ning to -ateb up with bim. 

tna moment his pursuer was by bis 
side, bis breath pearly gone, but enough 
left to say: 

“My dear sir, you asked me how you 
could God the chureh, sod it pained me to 
have lo say toat | did oA kKoow. Just now 
I met my brother aud seked him, but I 
grieve to say that he did not kaow 
eiiber”’ ‘ 

ee 

A Lerren OF KeooMMENDATION.—A 
young man in Kiogstom, N. Y., being out 
of employment, recentiy requested of a 
former euployer a letter of recommends 
tion to aid him io securing « situation 

The letter was written and harded to 
the applicant, Who was Untaliy unavie ty 
read il, a4 was every poreen to whoa it 
was shown. 

A friend advised nim Ww take if to « 
printing Office, where it cluld be de 
ciphere 1, at comp ositors are noted for be 
ing 4) 6 to make OU Lhe Wore «pocimens 
of writing. 

It was wiven b) cru ostore tn 


farionae 
printing estadi'soimeats, and in ture given 
up Withoul being deeipasred At les', as 


a foriorn bope, it was given to the pre- 
scription clerk in « drug lore, who had 
the reputation of being abvie to read any 
thing. 

Pne man Of drugs took the paper, wazet 


atitiong ant thougifusy ait Mas 7 
seized an empty quart bottle, aod hurried 
round the store, taking some ff uild« of 
various colors from sandry , #< and 
finally shakiog the compouc lt moat vigor 

oualy. 


Tnen, handing it to theowner of the 
letter of recommendation, h¢ remarked to 
(nat much estonished iodividual, “Tas 
dollars-—aod a very good cougs mit ure 
Be i 

SO 

Hk (shows 

dent of 


Yousost Ao aged res 
Washington who te close on be- 
Coullog an CClogenariao, is underge‘ug @ 
pecuilar process of poy eta 
tion. 

Avoul#@ yearago he 


regenera 


sontractel prusu 
monia, and his life was for som6 time de 
spa'red of, the doctors saying hie right 


lung Was Lope essly wasted 


He recovered, however, bul wheo just 
| abie to boovb.e avbeut befeii and oroke his 
thigh Bone, and Waa confhued to the hos- 
pital agen for #1 miter - Sites caving 
howeve his ff ¥* * i fet ita 
proved remarkat 
tie i * y 
“a . “ he a . 
e 
“ 
1 a 
~ 





ee ee 
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Humorous. 


THE CAMPAIGN. 
Now politics are growing but, 
Aed politicians talk a lot 


They barp on subjects worn and old. 
Somme are for sliver, some for wold 


The tartf, too, is moch dliecussed, 
Tillevery voter ts non plussed 


W hene er an argument begine, 
The ome who talke the loudest wins 


Mean whittle the bustness manu is nad 
Because hie trade ts very bad. 


Bat bes all right if he ts wise, 
He only needs to advertise. 
Vegetable philosophy—Sage advice. 
Fiat falsebood—Lying on your back. 
How to get at the root of a thing— 
Trig 
A ted thing for smal! tradesmen to be 
creat «nf 


Tew per 


What grows bigver the more you con- 


Craucte 10° — Trott 

What w that which thes without 
wing" An arrow 

What percentage is charged by the 


architeet of bie own fortune? 


“TI am completely done up,’’ said the 
meg iigee ebirt ae 1t left the laundry. 
A L -oeville dairyman has been fined 


for met potting enough milk tn his water 


KRemarkabic fact—Itiae no uncommon 
thing for bet words to produce a coolness. 

“I wonder what time it is ?’’ said a 
faremeer ae be looked at one of his turnips 

Many young meno are 80 improvident 
that they anything but late 


teerean 


(ann keep 


The fire was having a red hot time 
when the cork came tn and put «a damper 
«mee 18 


Why is a sheet of postage stamps like 
Aivtant but 
olla 

Vaul: | wonder if that chair is big 
eonvertagh foot Ca? 


relatives? Mecnuse they are 


tly comnected 


Virgtota, teadvertently Gb, you: Litnow it ts, 


Jones: Would you call a mau a cow- 
ard tecanuee be won t fight? 
sen ft? 1 might if I 


tn t 


was quite sure he 


were 
A Western | aper announces that upon 
the 
Chee 
meu were killed” 
Biobbe: LT heard the other day of a 
deaeg that @eare eye glasses 
Thats 
heareof fy specks? 


smecaston of a recent botlerex ploston in 


wetgtlianntheam! “between three and four 


She otetes meohing, Didn't you ever 


*“Begorra,’’ said lat, with a start, as 
the frst 
Ailed this quart bottle 


be opened a bettile of champagne for 
ttn tthe that 


fame! 


meet have putin twoquaarts fnstid av want" 
A little boy having broken his rock- 
tog bere the dey 1 was bought, his mother 


tewan te reboke bim, and to threaten to box 
this emt 


te the gemmt Of a borse thllit's broke?" 


Editor: Doctor Emdee has sued us 
fore tine! 

Aeetetant What fort 

Petter Lo wrote “The doctor took the pa 
tients ss before he preseribed for htm," 
ant the intelligent compositor set it up 
“pare 

Dabeou  tlow is it that you are al- 
wave to dett? You should be ashamed of 
yours if 

aloes Come, now, don't be too hard on a 


{ 


you eer 


o- You sould perhaps be tn debt, too, if 
in!) piace 
Boat ee oe 


W bat place’ 
Abie to get credit. 

Mrs. Nextdoor: Your boy climbed 
over the fence and ran all over my flower 
teen te 

Mrs 


a 


Horrors! 
watere |, badin't they? 
Mere. Seatdoor N 
Mra Sabert (h, well, never mind; the ex 
ercise won't hurt him if be didn't get his feet 
wet 


Subarb They had just been 


4 


A rural Georgia preacher, finding the 
tou pulled off 
preached tn bie shirt sleeves, 


weathers warm, 


his coat and 
After the ser 
mona ges? brother, thinking an eiitor who 
was present would make a sensation of the 
incident, sald to the parson 

“I dom't suppose you knew, when you 
pulled «ff your coat to day, that one of them 
new epaper feliers was in the meetin’? 


“es, 1 did.” replied the preacher. “But | 
hal my «ye on it all the time!" 
His face was pinched and drawn. 
W itt altering fteteps he wended his way 
atnomg the bustitng throng Anon he paused 
. lemiy exclaimed, “wil! 
« " ead for ny wife 
. x! 

to teke 

. y ‘ ’ tut : ey v« 
~ ‘ ttle « ’ <1) id not want 

! tng @pon his heel, he walked away. 





He stlenoed ber by toquiring, “What | 
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HANDSOMELY PAID FOR. 
‘Yes, exorbitant prices bave been psid 
us for a new mode—an original conception 
of Madame’s,” a fair artistein millinery 
recently informed the writer. 

Ladies who pride themselves on their 
dressing, and strive tobe ala mode in 
everything, occasionally make us extreor- 
dinpary offers. 

“We had received some new models 
from Paris,” the ledy continued, ‘‘and one 
especially received the approval of Mad- 
ame, while we girls went into ecocstasies 
over its originality. 

‘be was sure it would ‘catch on,’ and 
accordingly half-ea dozen facsimiles were 
produced by our most skilful workers, 
while the sample was about to occupy s 
prominent place in our show-window, 
when one of our best customers bonored 
us with a visit. 


“This perseen isan authority on dress | 


and her atyle is widely copied, so Madame 
is always pleased to haveher take some- 
thing new; therefore the dainty confection 
was held up for ber inspection without de- 
lay. 

‘“‘We were not disappointed, for the lady 


“Yea, vanity costs its victims s deal of 
money, and is fraught with unbsppiness 
and disappointment besides ”’ 

A glass door swung gentiy open, and 
our fair informant was called away. 


FAILURE AND Success —The line be- 
tween faliure and success is so fine that we 
scarcely know when we pess it—so hoe 
that we are often on the line and do not 
know it. How many s man hes thrown 
op his bands st a time when a littie more 
eflort, a little more would have 
achieved success. In business somstimes 
the outlook may seem darkest when really 
things are on theturn. A littie more per 
sistence, a little more effort, and what 
seemed hopeless failure may turn to 
glorious success, There is no failure ex- 
cept in po longer trying, no defeat exce;t 
from within, no really insarmountabie 
barrier save our own inherent »eakness of 


purpose. 
-DikeSs antl get a 


BROCHURE ~:3:':" 


THE OHIO CHEMICAL WOKKS, LIMA, OHIU. 





TENE YouR SAME 





ante 
little 


RIPAMS TASULES REGULATE THE STOMACH LIVER AnD 
BIWELS ARS PURHY TSE s18e8 





| for tudigestion, Killewsmes, Hea tart 


at once made an offer, begged of Madame | 


to 
feveriably : 
avy other person 7’ 

** ‘Nobody bas enjoyed that privilege but 
yourself, outside the shop,’ our principal 
assured her; whereupon our ultrs-fash- 
jonabile patron again inquired if Madame 
had copied it—were there any reproduc- 
tions In our work-room 7 

“She was informed thatsix imitations 
were about to be offered for sale, when she 
begged that the lot should be sent to her 
home, extorting a promisefrom her pot to 
use the shape, as she wished no one else 
to bave a heai-dire«s like it. 

“Of course, these terms were agreed to, 
the whole cluster of dainty bonnets cost- 
ing their fair purchaser a considerabie 
penny. 

‘Another of our patrons was 80 en 
tranced with a certain style, that she not 
only peald bandsomely for it, but requested 
a written agreement from Madame, in 
which the latter consented to the various 
terms set down by our patron—the drift of 
which wasa promise vot to use the partic- 


soll her the bonnet, and 


asked quite | 
‘Has the same been shown to | 


Ta BULES are the ot “ediciee koewn 
@ «aestipet bem, 
Dyspepsia, Chronte Liver Treattes trizzioess, (ffen- 
sive Ireath avd all atetders of the ~temach, Liver 
aml towels 

Kipans ‘abecles are piewant t+ take safe. «flex tual, 
and give linmestiate relief, seid by Greggs 


kiraNs 


Qi AL. ESM EN WAN TEED Gi to B95. per mee bb and 
16 expen es § apie tn per ite t= fm et, 
pieansot amd d + trate Adige, 85 amp, KING 





ular style for any other person; we giris | 


signing our names to the declaration, and 
making merry over it when the lady bad 
departed. 

“Yet another instance recently came to 
my bearing, though it does not concern 
our establishment <A handsome seaiskin 
jacket—its value was a trifle over five 
hundred dotlia:s—fascinated a lady so 
much that her busband was persua‘ed to 
purchase it for her, and be was about to 
make out a check for the money, when his 
wife asked if the style had been copied, or 
was it a copy of another. 

“She was told that an exactly similar 
one bad been sold to a lady in 


to bave it, but left an order for oneto be 
made specially for her froma design of 


| Ler own, which she agreed to forward a 


| 


few days later. 


| was realiy far more beautiful tuan the one 


| she bad rejected, though ite cost was less. | 


“While lam about it 1 may as weil tell 
you of an occurrence which happeoed in a 
costumier’sa, where wy sister is engaged — 
a large house in the State, though I do not 


; think I must tell you the town. 





“One of their best customers obtained 
the curious and not altogether bonest per- 
mission to bave a coat, which had been 
specially made for her of a most ex pensive 
material exhibited in their windows as if 
for sale, with a ticket on which a price in 
excess of double the true value, marked 
in boid figures, was placed. 

“The originality of the material and its 
unique make-up attracted undue atten- 
tion, especially as ite value was set at so 
munveh. 

“Then, when it had been dispisyed 
prominently for eight or ten days, wy 
lady sppeared garbed in the attractive 
coatand was complimented exceeding! y 
on ber good taste—ail due to the regal 
price, of course,—a trick the lady was 
aware would bave beneficial results for 
ber vanity. 

‘Just another instance, I recollect. A 
lady once sent us a variety of her own de 
signs for hats and bonnets, informing us 
that we were not to copy them afterwards 
for our own use under penalty of the law. 

‘‘Madame deciared she would not have 
them displayed in ber window for worlds, 
they were « inappropriate. 
The ledyv psid forthe privilege, as 
she termed it, and was most gracious be 
cause Madame had foliowed ber wishes to 
the most minute detail. 


inartistic and 
a fee 


W ben finisbed, this coat | 


the same | 


town bat the preceding week, she refused wash | have ever used. 


Mit. ri, Coteage 


DOLLARD & CO. 
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CHESTNUT 5T. 
Philadelphia, 


Premier Artistes 
IN HAIR. * 


» GO SAMEK 
BAND Tuv- 
Description of 





round of the 





and healthful cleanser of the 


Ex-Memter of ¢ ' 
Prepared ouly and for aaie, whelesaic sed retail, aod 
applied professionally by 


DOLLARD & CO. 


123 CHESTNUT STREET. 


| @BNTLEMEN'’S HAIR CUTTING aD HAVING 
| isADIBS' AND CHILDRESS Hale CUTTING. 

None bat Practical Mair sad Female Artiste Erm 
ployed. 
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Pianos Well pngans 


AND 
Were Awarded FOUR MEDALS AND DIPLO- 


MAS, also chosen fer 32 STATE AND FOR- 
EIGN BUILDINGS AT THE WORLD'S FAIR. 
Twenty Medals and Dipiomas were taken ‘y 


Makers of the raw maz y me tr 


Structing the ( rowns 

The Lrown s the aly Pic - be Comgta.t tie 
Wonderful Orchestral Attachment and Prac- 
tice Clavier, the grest- enmt»oe of the age ar 
by the ise ' w? r ¥ 2 ne 2 
Harp, Zither Ban» Mandetin. Guitar 
Clavicord, Dulcimer, Spinct. Marpsichord 
Music Box, Autoharp. Bag Pipe. Etc 

THE CROWN IS THE ONLY PIANO WORTH 


$:000.00 MORE THAN IT COSTS 


GEO. P. BENT. Maeetaecterer 
245-253 Washington Beal., CHICAGU, 1 


Don’t buy a Piano or Organ aatli 
|} aud examines “Cuows”™ and get ; 


S. A. 


vu 
i bcos. 


scl 








Reading Railroad. 


On and after May 17, 1s. 
Trains Leave Keading Terminal, Philada. 


Batt Day 

Parior and Dinkng Car } dally 9.002 m = 
Wlack IhMamond F xpress V ecok-d af 
For Baffalo, (Parior Car) 2Dpm | 4~ 
Heffalo and ( Exp. { daily 6wAym ive 

‘96pm 
w Express, week-days, 8.35, 10.44 m, 4. 
pm. ly (Sleeper) 11.30 p m. 


Leek Haven, Clearfield and Heliefonte Expres« 
(Sleeper, daily, except Saturday, 11.0 » m. 


FOR NEW YORK. 
leave Keading Terminal, 4.10, 7.%, 


train), 6.20, 9.30. 10.90, 11.00a m, 12.4, (dining car), 
1m, 3%, 4. 4.02, 5.40, 6.10, 7.9, 8.10 (dining ear) 
m, 12.10 ht. Sundays—*.10, 5.0, 9%, i m, 


Pes cdieate car) am, |. 3.5, 6.10, 8.10 (dining 
nh 


and C nut Sts., 3.55, 7.5%, 10.08, 1.22, 

11-4, a m, 12.57 (Dining car), 3.06. 4.10, 6.12 4.9 

(dining car), 11.45 pm. Sunday 3.55, 10.22 am. '1.4, 

4.10, 6.12, 8.19, (dining car). 11.% pm. 
Leave New York, foot of Liberty street, s.&, 

4.15 9.0. 10.00. 11.3 a m, 1.2, 2 3. 4.0 (tee 

hour train). 4.30 (two-hour train), 5.0. 6.0, 7.m™, 

9.0, 10.0 pm, 12.15 night. Sundays—4. 9.0, 160.9, 

11. a= m, 2.00, 4.60, 5.00, 6.00 p m, 12. ls night. 
Partor cars on all day express traius and seoping care 

t trains © and from New York. 

FoR BPTHLEHEM, EASTON AND PUILNTZ IS 
LEHIGH AND WYOMING VALLEYS, 6.6, 4%, 
9.@, 11.0 a m, 12.30, 2.00, 4.0, 5.0, 

Sundays—6. 274, 8.42, 9.00a m, 1h 

m (9.46pm, dves not connect for 

day.) 


FOR SCHUYLKILL VALLEY POINTS 


For hentrvilie and Pottstown 
am, 12.4%, (Saturdays only 2.%), 4.6%, 6.9), 
m. Accow., 4.0, /.1%, 11,06 am, 1.44 4H, 
7. p m. Sundays -Express, 4.0.9.6 a m, 
Pp Accomm... 7.0, 11.35 a m, 6.15, pm. 

5.4%, 19.% am, 12.6, (Seater 


Expres, *. >. 16.4 
11 By 
% 


Fort Keating xpress. 


days only 2.30), 4.15, 6.3: 11.300m. Accom., 4.3 
7.6 am, 1.44465, 5.8 70pm. sw es- 
press 4.00,9.06 am, l1.% pm. Accom, 7.03 am 
6.15pm. 
For Levanon and Harrt«huarg-—Express, §$.4, 16.% 8 


m, (Saturdays only 2.30), 4.065, 62 pm. Accom., 
4Da m, 1.42, 7.2 » mw. BSanday—Express, 4, 
7.@am. Accom., 6.15. 


For t’ottsville—Kxpress, 8.35, 16.6 am, Satarday: 
ouly 2.9), 4.06, 6.35, 11.30 p m, Accom., 4.2%, 7.% 


aim, i. p m. sunday—Express, 4.0, 9.6% a m. 
1.-@ pm. Accom 6.3) p m. 

For Shamokin and William —Fxpress, 4.5%, 0.4 
am, 626 11.0 p wm. Su y—Expres. 9.6% 2 mm 


i. pm. Additional for Shamokin— Expres, wore 
days, 6.3) pm. Accom., 4.20 am. Sundays Es 


cress 4iff'am 
for Danville and Bloomsburg, 10.6am.- 


FOR ATLANTIC CITY. 


Lave Chestnut Street and South Street Wharver 
W eek -days—-Express, 9.00, a m, 2.00, (“aterday* 
omly 3 Ww), 4.00,500. p m. Accommodation, +. 4 
m1, 6pm. Sundays— Express, 9.0, 0.0 2 
mw Accommodation, 4.00a m, 4p m. a 

Leave 4 tlautic (ity depot-- W eek-days-- Express, 7-%, 
9Wam, 3.0,5.0 pm. *ccommodatin, 64, tb 
am, 4.42pm. Sundays--Express, 4.00, 5.27, 5-0 p 
m. Accommodation, 7.15am, 4-4 p m.- 

Varior Cars on ail express trains. 

Brigantine, week-days, 5.00 am. 4.0 p m. 

Lakewood. week-days, 5.00a m, 4.15 p m. 


FOR CAVE MAY. 


Week-days, 9.15am, 4.15pm. * undays, 9.54 m 
Leave (ape May, week-days, 765 2am, 28 » @ 
Sundays, 3.0 pm. 
Detatied time tavies al ticket offices, N. EB. cotmer 
Brow and Chestnut streets, 3 Chestnat street, 
Chesiua t street, 609 5. Third street, 362 Market strret 


ay = at stations, 
Untoo Trausfer Com y will call for and cherce 
from hotels aud residences. 
aA WEIGARD, c. G. HANCOCK, 
Geveral Superintendent. Genera: lassenger Ago 












WASHINGTON PARK 
on the Delaware. 


No greater attraction has ever been pre 
“ented to the Philadelphia publite than 
the 


Marvelous Electric Fountain 


which is exhibted FREE OF CHALGE 
every afternoon and evening. Thts four 
tuin cost #75 000 and is the most magnif 
cent one in the world. It plays at 2 #, 
745and 830 p.m. The fall spectacular 
display is given at the latter hour. 


With Victor Herbert as Jonductr, give 
tw concerts daily, every afiernoun at 
and every evening at SP. um. These com 
certs are absolutely free of charge. 
Exhibition of the Vitascope 
Every Afternoon and Evening 


Boats from Arch and South Sta. Wharve- 
direct to the Park, every 15 minutes 
from9 a. ™M until JO Pp Mm. Beate from 
Otis Street Wharf, Kensineton, dafly, t 
0a mw. 12 neon, 2.4 Ganda Pr. Mm. 


Round Trip Fare, 20c. 


INSTANTANEOUS GUIDE 10 THE 
S€PIANOD & OR $ ORGANS 


Anyoue knowing a tune, say ‘‘Way ihre" 
op the Swapee Kiver,’’ either ‘to th seal. 
as it is called, or able to bam, whistie or #4. 
can play it WITHOST ANY PREVIGES EEOWLEBEE OF 
BSSIC. IBBEBIATELY correctly and with am 
effect, on the plany or organ, with the asetst 
auce of this §8IBE 





By giving the student the power tw pis? 
1BBEBIATELY twelve tunes of different characte 
this number of pieces being sent with eact 


Guide—after a very little practice wit! 
Guide, it will be easy to pick cut, any = 
that may be heard or Known 
The Guide will be sent to any address, a 
age paid, on receipt of FIFTY CESTS. Poste 
stamps, 2's, taken. Address 


THE GUIDE MUSIC CO., 
726 Sansom St.,jPhiladelphia, Pa. 





